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The Comical] Hiftory of the Mer- 

chant of Venice -*« 

Enter ovfnthomo, SaUrino, and SaUnia. 

Anth. |N fo°th I know not why I am fo fad. 

It wearies me, you fay it wearies you; 

But how I caught it, found it, or came by it. 
What {tuffs tis made of, whereof it is borne, 
I am to Iearne : 

And fuch a want-wit fadneffe makes of me. 

That I have much adoe to know my felfe. 

SaUr. Your mind is tolling on the Ocean, 

There where your Argofies with portly fayle. 

Like Signiors and rich Burgers on the flood. 

Or as it were the Pageants of the Sea, 

Doe over-peere the pettie-traffiquers. 

That courfie to them doe them reverence. 

As they flie by them with their woven wings. 

Satan. Beleeve me fir,had I fuch venture forth. 

The better part of my affettions would 
Be with my hopesabroad. I fhouldbe ftill 
P luck ing the grade to know where fits the vvinde. 

Prying in Maps for Ports,and Peeres,and Rodes : 

And every object that might make me feare 
Mil-fortunes to my ventures, out of doubt 
W ould make me fad. 

Seilar, My wind cooling my broth, 

W ouia blow me to an Ague, when I thought 
What Iiarme a wind too great might doe at fca. 

I fliould not fee thelandie houre-glaffc runne. 

But I fhonld thinke of Shallowesandof Flatts, 

And fee my wealthy cAndrnv docksin fand, 

Vayling her high top lower then her ribs, 
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To kiffehcr turiall 5 fttould I goa to Church, 

Ind not’ KSc ^eftraight’S dangerous rocks. 

Which touching but my gentle Vends a e. 

Would fcatter all hcrfpices on theftream?,. 

F.nroabe the roaring water with my hikes. 

And in a word, but even now worth this. 

And now worth nothing. Shal II have the thought 
Tothinkeon this, and Ihalll lacke the thought 

That fuch a thing bechanc d vvould make me fad . 

But tell not me, I know sAnthotito- 

Is fad to thinke upon his merchandize. 

Anth. Beleevc me no, I thanke my fortune .or it,. 
My ventures are not in one bottome trufted, 

Nor to one place ; nor is my whole eftate 
Ypon the fortune of this prefent yeare ; 

Therefore my merchandize makes me not lad. _ 

SaIa Why then you are in love. . Anth. Fie, fie. 
Sal.' Not in love neither : then let us fay you are fad 
Becaufe you arc not merry ; andt were as eafic 
For you to laugh and lcape, and fay you are merry 
Becaufe you arc not fad. Now by two-headed Imm, 
Nature hath fram’d ftrangcfcllowcs m her tune : 

Some that will evermore pcepe through their eyes, 

And laugh like Parrats at a Pagpipcr . 

And other of fuch Vincger afpeft, 

That thcy’l not Ihcw their teeth in way of fsulc. 
Though Nefior fwcare the j eft be laughabl c. 

Enter Bagnio, Lor enfo, indgrattano. 

Sala. Here comes Bagnio your moft noble kinfman, 
qratUnojxA Loren ft. Fare ye well. 

We leave you now with better company. 

Sal ah. I would have ftaid till I had made you merry. 
If worthier friends had not prevented me. 

Anth . Your worth is very deare in my regard. 

I take it your owne bufineffe calls on you. 

And you cmorace th’occafion to depart. 

S filar. Good morro w my good Lords. 
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the CMtrch&nt of Venice. 

<$*([. Good figniors both, when (hall we laugh ? fay, when 
von -row exceeding ftrange : muft it be fo ? 

Sal. Wcclc make our ley fures to attend on yours. 

Exettnt SaUrino, and SaUnio • 

Lor. My Lord Bafanio, finceyouhave found Anthony . 

We two will leave you, but atdinner time 
I pray you have in mi nde where vve muft meete. 

V ]?af I will not faileyou. 

Cra. Youlookc not well figuior tAnthtnio, 

You have too much refpeft upon the world : 

They loofc it that doc buy it with much car<^ 

Belecve me you arc mervelloufly chang’d. 

tsfnt. I hold the world but as the world, Grataine, ~ 

A ftage, where every man muft play a part, 

And mine a lad one. 

Grat. Let me play the foole. 

With mirth and laughter let old wrinckes come. 

And let my liver rather heate with wine 
Then my heart code with mortifying groanes. 

Why fhould a man whofe blood is warme within. 

Sit like his Grandfirc, cut in Alablaftcr : 

Slcepc when he wakes ? and creepe into thelaundies 
By being peevifh ? I tell thee what tAmhonio, 

I love thee, and tis my love that fpeakes : 

There are a fort of men whofe vifages 
Doecreame and mantle likea ftanding Pond, 

And doe a wilfull ftilneffe entertaine. 

With purpofe to be dreft in an opinion 
©fvvifdome, gravitie, profound conceit. 

As who fhould fay, I am fir Oracle, 

And when I ope my lips, let no doggebarke. 

O my tAnthonio I doe know of thefe 
That therefore onely are reputed wife 
For faying nothing ; when I am very iurc 
If they fhould fpeakc, would altnoft dant thofeearcs, 

Which hearing them would call their brothers foolcs, 
lie tell thee more of this another time. 

Butfifh not with this melancholy baite 



The Comic dll H forte of 

For this foole Gudgin,tliis Opinion : 

Come good Lorenfo , Fare ye well awhile. 

He end my Exhortation after dinner. _ jt . 

Loren. Well, we will leave you then till dinner time. 

1 mu it be one of thefe fame dumbe wife men. 

For G rati mo never lets mefpeake. 

Gr.t. Well, keepe me company but two yeares moe,‘ 

Thou (halt not know the found of thinebwne tongue. 

Ant, Fare you well,flegrow a talker for this gearc. 

(Jr a. Thanks y faith, for filence is onely commendable 
In a neats tonguedriefeand a mayd not vendible. Exeunt. 

esfnt. It is that any thing now. 

Cjrathno lpeakes an infinite deale of nothing more then 
any man in all Venice ; his reafons areas two graines of wheat hid 
in two bufhels of chafe: you dial feeke ail day ere you find them, 
and when you have them, they are not worth the fearch. 

Ant. Well ,tel 1 ms now what Lady is the fame, 

To whom you fwore a fecret pilgrimage, 

That you to day promis’d to tell me of. 

Bnjf. Tis not unkno wne to you t/Snthonio, 

How much I have disabled mine eftate. 

By fomething (bowing a more fwelling port. 

Than my faint meanes would grant continuant e i 
Nor doe I no w make mo'ane to be abridg’d 
From l'uch a noble rate, but my chiefeca'rfev 
Is to come fairely off from thegreat dects. 

Wherein my time fomething too prodigal 1 
Hath left me gag’d : to you Anthonie, 

I owe the moll in money and in love, 

And from your love I have a vvarrantie 
To unburthen all my. plots and purpofes. 

How to getcleareof all the debts I owe. 

Ant. I pray you good Bajfanio let me know it, 

And if it ftand as you you - Iclfe fill doe, 

Within the eye of honoUr, be affur’d, 

My purfc, my perfon, my extreameft meanes 
Lyeall unlockt to your occafions. 

In my Schoole dales, when 1 had loll one fhaft, 

• ^ ' T il . r\± 
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J foot his fellow of the felfc fame flight 
The fdfe fame way, with more advifed watch. 

To find the other foi th, and by adventuring both, 

I oft found both : I urge this child-hood proofe, 
Becaufe what followes is pure innocence. 

I owe you much, and like a wilfull youth 
That which I owe is loft; but if you pleale 
To fhoot another arrow that fclfe way 
Which you did fhoor the firft, I doe not doubt. 

As I will watch theayme, or to find both. 

Or bring your latter hazzard backeagaine. 

And tbankefully reft debter for the firft. 

An. Y on know me well, and herein Ipend but time 
To winde about my love with circumftance. 

And out of doubt you do me now more vvron<* 

In making queftion of my uttermoft 
Then if you had made waft of all I have : 

Then doe but fay to me what I Ihould doe 
That in your knowledge may by me be done 
And I am preft unto it : therefore fpeake. * 

Bof. In Belmont is a Lady richly ] c ff 3 
And fee is faire, and fairer then that word. 

Of wondrous vertuesj fometimes from her eyes 
I did receive faire fpeechlcffe meffages : 

Her name is Tortia, nothing undervailew’d 
To fates daughter, Bruttu Portia, 

Nor is the wide world ignorant of her worth. 

For the foure winds blow in from every coaft ’ 
Renowned lhtors,and her lunny locks 
Hang on her temples like a golden fleece, 

Which makes her kat of Belmont Cho/chos [frond 
And many 7 af ins come in queft of her. 

0 my Anthonio, had I but the meanes 
To hold a rivall place with one of them 

1 have a mmde prefages mefuch thrift * 

That I Ihould queftion leffe be fortunate 

Ncfthcr ,h “' 1,1 rayfomaraareatfa, 

iNcitncr nave l money, nor commoditic 



The Comic All Hiprie cf 

To raife a prefect fumme ; therefore goe forth, 

Trie what my credit can in V enice doe. 

That llial 1 be rackt even to the uttermoft, 

To furhifhthee to Belmeunt to fairc Portia. 

Goe prefently enquire, and lo will I, 

Where money is, and I no quefiion make 
To have it of my truft, or for my fake. exeunt. 

Enter Portia with her wating- woman Ticrriftit. 

Par. By my troth T&rifft, my little body is aweary of this 

Sf w'r.°You would be,fwcet Madam, if your miferies were in 
the fame aboundance as your good fortunes arc : and yet or ought 
I fee they are as fick that forfeit with too much as they that ftarve 
with nothing; it is no mcane happines therefore to be featedm 
the meane, foperfluitie comes fooner by white haires, but compc- 

tencie lives longer. ' 

Par. Good fentences, and well pronounc d. 

Ner. They wouldbe better if well follow'd. 

Tor If to do were as eafie as to know what were good to do, 
Channels had beene Churches, and poorc mens cottages Princes 
Pallaces, it is a good divinethat folio wes his owne inftra<5hon$,I 
can eafier teach twenty what were good to be done, then to be one 
of the twenty to follow mine own teaching : the braine may de- 
vife la wes for the blood, but a hotc temper leapes ore a cold de- 
cree, foch a hare is madnes the youth, to skip ore the me foes of 
eood counfell the cripple j butthis rcafoning is not m the falhion 
to choofe me a husband, 6 mee the word choofe, I may neither 
choofe who I would, nor refufe who I diflike,fo is the wd ofaly- 
ving daughter curbd by the will of a dead father : is it not hirde 
Ntrrifj*. that I cannot choofe one, nor refufe none. , 

Ner. Your Father was ever vertuous, and holy men at their 
death have good infpirations, therefore the lottry that he hath ile- 
vifed in thefe three chefts of gold, filver,and leadc,whcreo wno 
choofes his meaning choofes you, will no doubt never bee o 

by any rightly, bur one who you fhall rightly love : but vv 
warmth is there in your affection towards any of thefe Prince/ | 
futers that arc al ready come ? ^ 



the CMerchantof Venice'. 

- 1 pray thee over-name them, and as thou nameft them, I 

will de'fcribe them , and according to my defeription , levellat 

rnv afFeftion. m 

y Ner. Firft there is the 2(e»polttane Prince. 

T^r. I , that’s a colt indeed , for he doth nothing but talkc of 
his horfe, and he makes it a great appropriation to his owne good 
parts, that he can Ihooe him himfelfe : I am much afear’d my La- 
die his mother plaid falfe with a Smith. 

Ner, Then is there the Countie Tdentine. 
for. He doth nothing but frowne (as who fhould fay,and you 
will not have me, choofe; he hearcs merry tales and fmiles not; I 
fcarehce w ill prove the weeping Philofopher when hce growes 
old, being fo full of unmannerly ladneffe in his youth.) I had ra- 
ther be married to a Deathf-head with a bone in his mouth , than 
to cither of thefe : God defend me from thefe two* 

Ner. How fay you by the.Frcnch Lord, Mottnfier Le Bonne l 
Tor. God made him, and therefore let him paflfe for a man, in 
truth I know it is a fin to be a mocker , but hce , why hce hath a 
horfe better than the Neapolitans, a better bad habitc of frowning 
than the Count P alentine, he is every man in no man ; if a Traffell 
fing, he ftraight fals a capering, he will fence with his owne iha- 
dow. If I fhould marry him, I fhould marry twenty husbands : 
if he would defpife me , I would forgive him ; for it’ he love me 
to madneffe, I fhall never requite him. 

Ner. What fay you then to F anconbrtdge , the young Baron 
of England f 

Por. You know I fay nothing to him , for he underftands not 
me, nor I him: he hath neither Latine, French, nor Italian, and you 
will come into the Court , and fweare that I have a poore penny- 
worth in the Englifh : he is a proper mans piffure, but alas, who 
can converfe with a dumbe Ihow ? how odly he is fated, I thinke 
he bought his doublet in Italy, his round hofe in France, his bon- 
net in Germanic, and his behaviour every where. 

Ner. What thinke you of the Scottifh Lord his neighbour ? 
Por. That he hath a neighbourly charitie in him , for he bor- 
rowed abox ofthe care of the Englifhman , and fwore he would 
pay him againc when he was able : I thinke the Frenchman be- 
came hisSurctie , and feal’d under for another. 

B Ner , 
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Ner. How like you the young Germaine, the Duke of Saxo- 
niasncphew ?. 

for. Very vildly in the morning when hee is fober, and moft 
videly in the afternoone when -hc is-drunke : when he is beft,hcis 
a little worfe then a man, and when he is worft he is little better 
then a beaft>and the worftfall that ever, fell, I hope I foallmake 
foifttogoewithotodiiia. - .•'■■Hi:. - un -'} 

Ner. If he fhould offer to choofe,aud choofe the right Casket* 
you lliould refufe to perforate your Fathers will,, if you lhould 
refufi: to accept him. 

F or . Therefore for feare of the worft, I pray thee Gst a deeps 
glafle of Reynifti wine on the contrary Casket, for if the Devill 
be witbin, and that temptation without, Fkhow he will chbofc 
it. I will doe any thing Nerrifa ere f wil be married to a fpunge. 

Ner, You neede not ieare Lady the having any ofthele Lords, 
they have acquainted me with their determinations, which is in- 
deed to retume to their home, and to trouble you with no more 
fute, unkffeyou may be wonneby fomc other fort-then your Fa- 
thers impofition, depending on the Caskets. 

Por. If I live to be old as Sibilla, I will die as chafte as Diana, 
unleffe I be obtained by the manner of my Fathers wilhl am glad 
this parcel 1 of woefs are fo reafonable,for there is not one among 
thembutl doat onfaisvery abfence : and I pray God grant them 
a faire departure. • >v.- 

Ner. Doe you not remember Lady, in your Fathers time,a Ve- 
netian,a Schollcrand a Sou Idier that came hither in company of 
the Marquelfe of Momtferrat ? 

Ter. Yes, yes, it was Bafanio, as I thinkefo was he call’d. 

Ner. True Madam,he of all the men that ever my foolifn eies 
look’d upon, vvas the beft deferving a faire Ladie. 

Por. I remember him wel, & I remember him worthy of thy 
How now, what ne wes ? ( praife. 

8'nter a Servingman. 

Ser. Thefourc ftrangers leeke for you Madam, to take their 
leave : and there is a fore-runner come from a fifr, the Prince of 
Moroco, w ho brings word the Prince his Matter will be here to 
night. 

Per, Ifc[ could bid thefift welcome with fo good heart as I 
~ can 
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I had rather he fhould ihrive methen wive me. Come tyrrijfa, 
{irra goe before : whiles we fout the gate upon one wooer, ano- 
ther knocks at the doore. , i, . : . • Exeunt, 

Enter Bf^aniow{th ShUoci^ the TtT», ; jjj 
Shy. Three thourandp.ac^e?,;\y#l|, hs six - 
Baf. I fir, for three months 
Shy. For three months, well, - 
“Baf, For the which as I fcold you, Anthonio be bPUnd* 
Shy. Anthonioihall^f^m^kg^ti, Well. 

Baf. May y bn'ltdJ ete? A V 

Shall I know your anfwbr. 

Shy. Three thoufand Ducats for three months, 
and ^Anthonie bound.; ‘n s 
Baf. Y our anfwcr to that. Sh/ro Anpkpnip is a good imtu 

Baf. Haveyou heard any imputatiqi*® shecdnffaFy^ fit hi , 
Shy. Ho no, no, no, no i nay me 4 rtfog in; fgyijig hee is a good 
man, is to have you underhand mee that hee is fufficient, yet his 
mcanes are in fuppofition: he hath an A;tg°fie bound to Tr^polis, 
another to the Indies, I underhand moreaverppqn the Ryalta, fiee 
hath a third at Mexico, a fotuth for England fo. i^jofher ventures 
hehathfquandred abroad, but Ships arObpt-.b'oardes, 'Saylcrs; but 
men, there be laud Rats, and; water Ratss water Theevcs, and 
land Theeves, I meane Pyrats, and then; there is the peril! of wa- 
ters, vvindes, and- Rpckes } the man is np.twithftanding iiifBci- 
ent; three thoufaBcfE!p<^tis ; T th ffiife | may tak^hisjhondt, ;> y/t 
Baf. Beaffur’d you,p^y., •„[ c hs:!<o--\' ■ Ilwcva f G-G 

lew. I wlllbe allur’d J, may : and that I may be afiur’d, I will 
bethinke me, may 1 fpeake with Anthonio ? 

Baf. If it pleafe you to dine with us. 
lew. Yes, to fmeU Por ke, to eate of the habitation which your 
Prophet the Nazarit conjured the devil into a I, wil’ buy with you, 
jell with you, talke- with you,walke with y ou, and fo following: 
ut I will not eate with you,drinke with you,nor pray with you. 
What newes on the Rialto , who is he comes heere ? 

Baf ; This is fignior Anthonio. Enter Anthonio. 

How like a fawning publican he lookes. 
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l hate him , for he is a Chriftian : 

But more , for that in low fimplicitic 
He lends out money gratis , and brings downc 
The rate of ufance here with us in Venice. 

If I can catch him once upon the hip , 

I will feed fat the ancient grudge I beare him. 

He hates our facred Nation , and he railes , 

Even there where Merchants moft doe congregate ,. 

On me, my bargaincs , and my well- won thrift, 

Which he cals Intereft : Curfed be my Tribe 
If I forgive him. Bajf. Shjlocke , doe you heare ? 

Shjl. I am debating of my prefent ftore , 

And by the neere guefle of my memoric, 

I cannot inftantly raife Up the groffe 

Of full three thoufand Ducats : what of that ? 

Tuball a wealthy Hebrew of my Tribe 
Will furnifh me ; but foft, how many months 
Doe you defire ? Reft you faire good Signior , 

Your worfhip was the laft man in our mouthes. 

tAnt. Shjlocke, albeit I neither lend nor borrow,.. 

By taking nor by giving of exccffe , 

Yettofupply the ripe wants of my friend, 
lie breake a cuftome : is he yet poffeft 
How much ye would? Shjl. I, I, three thoufand ducats. 
tAnt. And for three months. 

Shjl. I had forgot, three months, you told me fo. 

Well then, your Bond r and let me fee, but heare you , 

Me thought you faid , y ou neither lend nor borrow 
Vpon advantage. . Ant. I doe never ufe it; 

Sbyl When Iactb graz’d his V ncle Labans Shecpe, 
This Jacob from our holy tAbram was 
( As his wife Mother wrought in his behalfe ) 

The third Poffcffor ; I , hec was the third. 

zAnt. And what of him , did he take Intereft ? 

Sbyl. No, not take Intereft, not as you would fay 
DirecFly Intereft ; marke what Jacob did , 

When Laban and himfclfe was ccmpremiz’d , 

That all the Eanelings which were ftreak't and pied 



Should 
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Should fall as Jacobs hire , the Ewes being rankc 
In end of Autumne, turned to the Rammcsj 
And when the worke of generation was 
Betweene thefe woolly breeders m the aft. 

The skilfull Shepherd pyl’d me certame wands ; 

And in the doing of the deed of kinde , 

He ftucke them up before the f ulfome Ewes , 

Who then conceaving , did in eaning time 

Fall party-colour’d Lambs, and thofe were lacobt. 

This was a way to thrive,and he was bleft : 

Andthrift is Blefling , if men fteale knot. 

tAnt. This was a venture Sir, that Jacob ferv d tor, 
A thing not in his power to bring to paffc. 

But fwaid and fafhion’d by the hand of heaven. 

Was this inferted to make Intereft good • 

Or is your gold and filver. Ewes and Rammcs ? 

Sbyl. I cannot tell , I make it breed as faft ; 

But note mee Signior. 

tAnt. Marke you this, T a fan to. 

The Devill can cite Scripture for his purpofe ; 

An evill foulc producing holy witneffe. 

Is like a villaine with a fmiling checkc , 

A goodly apple rotten at the heart. 

O what a goodly out-fide Falfhood hath l 
Sbyl. Three thoufand Ducats, ’tis a good round Sum 
Three months from twelve, then let me fee the rate. 
Ant. Well Shy locks, {hM we be beholding to you? 
Shjl. Signior Anthonio, many a time and oft. 

In the Ryalto , you have rated mee 
About my monies and my ufances , 

Still have I borne it with a patient ’thru g: 

( For fuffrance is the badge of all our Tribe ) 

You call me mil-beleever , cut-throat dog , 

And fper upon my Jewifh gaberdine. 

And all for ufe of that which is mine owne. 

Well then , ir now appc.ires you need my help: ; 

Goe to then, yoiuoine to me, and you fay , 

Shjlocke , we would have monies, you fay fo : 



* The, Comicall Hifiorie of 

You that did voyd your rhumc upcm my beard, - ' ■ • ■ • 

And foot me as you fpume a ftranger curre . , 

O very our threlfrold: moneyes is your lute; *' 

What lliould I fay to y ou ? Should I not fay. 

Hath a Dog money ? is it poflxble, 

A Curre can lend three thousand Ducats ? or 
Shall i bend low, and in a bond-mans key,' 

With bated breath, and whifpering humblendie 
Say this: Fairefir,youfpetonmeonWednefday laft. 

You ipurn’d me fuch a..day another time, 

You call’d me Dogge : and for thefe curtefics 

lie lend you thus much moneyes. 

Ant. I am as like tqcall thee fo againe. 

To fpet on the againe, to fpurne thee to. . 
if thou wilt lend this money, lend it not 
As to thy friends : for when did friend (hip take 
A breed for barren mettall of his friend ? 

But lend it rather to thine Enemy, 

Who if hec breake, thou mayft with better face 

Exart the penalty. Shy. Why looke you how you forme, 

I would be friends with you, and have your love. 

Forget the ihames that you have ftain’d me with. 

Supply your prefent wants , and take no doy t 
Of Vlance for my moneyes, and youle notheare me : 

This is kind I offer. Ant. This were kindneffe. 

Shy. This kindneffe will I fhew : 

Goe with mee to a Notarie, fealc me there 

Your fingle Bond, and in a merry fport, * f 

if you repay me not on fuch a day, 

In fuch a place, fuch ftirnme or fum mes as are 
Expreft in the Condition, let the forfeit 
Be nominated for an equall pound 
Of your faire flefh, to be cut off and taken 
In what part of your body pleafeth me. 

Ant. Content infaith, lie feale to fuch a Bond, 

And fay there is much kindneffe in the Jew. 

Bajf, Y ou (hall not feale to fuch a Bond for me. 

He rather dwell in my neceflitie. 

*Ant. Why 
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iAnt. Why feare not.man, I will not forfeit it : 

Within thefe two months, that’s a month before 
This Bond expires, I doe expert returne 
Of thrice three times the value of this Bond. 

Shy. O father sAbram, what thefe Chriftiansare, 

Whole owne hard dealings teaches them fufpert 
The thoughts of others: Pray you tell me this, 
if he ihould breake his day, what fhould I gaine 
By the exartion of the forfeiture ? 

A pound of mans flefh taken from a man. 

Is not fo eftimable, profitable neither. 

As flefh of Muttons, B eefes, or Goatesj I fay, 

To buy his favour, I extend this friendfhip: 

I f he will take it, fo, if not ,adicw. 

And for my love Ipray you wrong me not. 

eAnt. Y cs Shyloc\e, I will feale unto this Bond. 

Shy. Then meet me forthwith at the Notaries, . 

Give him dirertion for this merry Bond, 

And I will goe and purfe the Ducats ftrair. 

See to my houfe left in the fearefull guard 

Of an unthriftie knave, and prefently 

lie be with you. Exit. Ant. Hie thee gentle. Jew. 

The Hebrew will turne Chriftan, he growes kinde. 

Bajf. I like not faire termes, and a villaines minde. 

Ant. Come on , in this there can be no difmay. 

My fhips come home a month before the day. Exeunt. 

Enter Morochus,* tawny Moore all in white, and three orfoure 
, followers accordingly, with Portia,Nerrifla,e5“ their traine . 

CMeroc. Miflike me not for my Complexion, 

The foadowed Livery of the burnifht Sunne, 

t To whom lama neighbour, and neere bred. 

Bring me the fayreft. Creature North- ward borne. 

Where Thabtu fire fcarce thawes the yficles,. 

And let us make incifion for your love. 

To prove whofe blood is raid eft, his or mine. 

I tell thee Lady, this afpert of mine 

Hath fear’d the valiant } (by my Love I fweare) 

a y] 
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Except to fteale your thoughts , my gent e , < ^ nC * 

Tor. In termes of choife , I am not folcly Led 
By nice dire&ion of a Maidens eyes : 

Befides , the Lotter ie of my Deftime 
Bars me the right of voluntary drooling. 

But if my Father had not fcanted mee , 

And hedg’d me by his wit , to yeeld myfclfe 
His wife, who wins me by that meanes I told you ; 

Your fdfe (renowned Prince) then flood as faxrc 

As any commer I have look’d on yet-. 

For my affedion. Mor. Even for that I thank you, 
Therefore I pray you leadc me to the Caskets 
To try my fortune : By this Sjrmtare 
That flew the Sophy , and a Perfian Prince, 

That won three fields of Sultan Solyman- 
I would ore-ftarethefterneft eyes that looke. 

Out-brave the Heart moft daring on the earth , 

Plucke the young fucking Cubs from the Ihe-Bcare; 

Yea , mock the Lyon when a rores for pray, 

To win the Lady. But alas , the while 
If Hercules and Lycheu play at dice. 

Which is the better man , the greater throw 
May turneby fortune from the weaker hand : 

So is tAlcUes beaten by his rage. 

And fo may I , blind Fortune leading me , 

Miffc that which one unworthicr may attaine , 

And die with grieving. Tor. You muft take your chance, 
And either not attempt to choofe at al 1 , 

Or fw care before you choofe, if you choofe wrong , 

Never to fpeakc to Lady afterward 
In way of marriage ; therefore hi advis’d . 

CMor. Nor will nor, come, bring me unto my chance. 
Tor. Firft, forward to the Temple, after dinner 
Your hazzard fliall be made. 
tjMor. Good fortune then. 

To make me bleft or curfodft amongft men. Exeunt 



the ^Merchant ofVenicf. 

Enter the Clowne alone. 

Home. Certainly, my confcience will ferve me to runoe from 
this Iewe my Matter : the fiend is at my elbow, and temps me, 
favine to meylobbe, Lamcelet Iobbe, good Lancelot, ot good Iobbe , 
or eood Lanncelet Iobbe, ute your legges, take the ftart, runne a- 

way- my confcience fayes no, take heede honeft Lamcelet, take 
heedc honeft Iobbe, or as afote-faide hpneft Lamcelet Iobbe, doe 
not runne, fcorne running with thy heclcs ; well, the moft coragi- 
ous fiend bidsme pack e,fia fayes the fiend, away fayes the fiend, 
for the heavens roufeupa brave minde fayes the fiend, and runne j 
well, my confcience hanging about thenecke of my heart, fayes 
very wifely to me: my honeft friend Lamcelet being an bpneft 
mans for.ne, or rather an honeft womans fonne ; for indeede my 
Father did fomething fmacke, fomething grow to j he had a kind 
oftaftjwelfmy confcience fayes Lamcelet bouge not, bouge fayes 
the fiend, bouge not fay es my confcience ; confcience, fay I, you 
ccunfell well, .fiend, fay I, you counfdl wett,to be rul’d by my con- 
fcience, I fhould ftay with the Iewe my 'Matter, (who God blefFc 
thetnarke) is a kinde of devifl j andto runne away from the le w 
I fhould be ruled by the fiend, who faying your reverence is the 
devill himfdfe : certainly the Tew is the very devil! incarnation, 
and in my confcience, my confcience is but a, kinde of hard confci- 
cnce, to offer to counfaile me to ftay with the Iewe , the fiend, 
gives the more friendly counfaile : X will runne fiend, my heeies 
arc at your commandement, I will runne. 

Enter old Cjobbo with a basket, 

Cjobbo. Mafter young-man , you I pray you, which is the way 
to matter Iewes? 

Eamcelet .0 heavens, this is my true begotten Father,who be- 
ing more then fandblinde, high gravel! blinde,knowcsmfinot j I 
will try confiifions with him- 

Gobbo. Matter young Gentleman,! pray you which is the way 
to Mafter Iewes. 

Lamcelet Turne up on your right hand at the next turning, 
but at the next turning of all on y6af left ; marry at the very next 
turning tui ne of no hand, but turne down indir etftly ,to the Lewes 
houfe. ' i 

C Gobbo 
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Gob. B» Gods foaties ’twill be a hard way to hit, can you tell 
me whether one Lamcelet thatdwels with him, dwell with him 

° V Tauvcelet. Talke you ofyoung Matter Launcelet, marke mee 
no we, now will Iraife the waters ; talke you ofyoung Matter 

Gobbo, No Matter fir, but a poore mans Sonne, his father 
though I fay’t is an honeft exceeding poore man, and God bee 
thanked well to live. , r 

Lame. W ell, let his Father be what a will, we talke ofyoung 
Matter Launcelet. 

Gob. Yotir vvorfhips friend and Launcelet fir. 

Lame. But I pray you,ergo,o\d man . t ergo t I befeech you, talke 

you of young Matter Launcelet ? . 

Gob . Of Launcelet ant fhall pleafe your worth ip* 

Lame. Ergo , Matter Lattncelet , talke not of Matter Launcelet 
Father, for the young Gentleman according, to Fates- and Deltc- 
tiies,and fuch odd fayings, the Sifters three, and fuch branches of 
learning, is indeede deceafed,or as you would fay in plame termes, 

cone to heaven, n nr t 

Cjo(?. Marry* God forbid# the boy was the very ftaffe of my 

^ Lame. Doe Hooke like acudgcll^or a hovcllpoftj aftaff^or 
a nrop : doc you know me father ? 

V Gobbo. Alacketheday, I knowe you not young Gentleman, 

but I pray you tell mee, is my boy, God reft his foule, alive or 
dead. 




Launc. Doe you not know m e Father ? 

Gob. Alack fir I am Sand-blind, I know you not. ... 

Lamcelet. Nay .indeede if you. had your eyes you might tale 
of the knowing ofme : it is a wire Father that knowes his owne 
childe. Well, old man ,J will tcH you newesofyour Sonne, give 
mee your blcffing, truth will come to light, murder cannot bee 
hidde long, a" mans Sonne may , but in the ende, truth will 

OUt gobbo. Pray you fir ftand up, I am fure you are not Lamcelet 

^^Launec. Pray you let’s have no more fooling, about it, but give 
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mee vourbleffing : I am Lamcelet your boy that was, your fonuc 
that is, y our childe that fhall be. 

Gob. I cannot thinke you are my Sonne. 

Launc. I know not what I fhall thinke of that : but I am 
Lattncelet the Ie wes man, and I am fure Margerie your wife is my 
mother. 

Gob, Her name is Margerie in deede, ile be fworne,if thou be 
Lattncelet, thou art mine owne flefh and blood : Lord worfhipt 
might he be, what a beard haft thou gotjthou haft got more haire 
on thy chinne,then Dobbin my phil-horfe has on nis taile. 

Lame . It fhould feeme then that Dobbins taile growes back- 
ward. I am fure he had more haire of his taile then I have of my 
face when I laft faw him. 

Gob . Lord how art thou changd : how doft thou and thy Ma- 
tter agree, I have brought him a prefent ; how gree you now ? 

Launc. Well, well, but for mine own part, as I have fet up my 
reft to run away, fo I will not reft till I have rnnne fbme ground ; 
my Matter’s a very Iewe, give him a prefent, give him a halter, I 
am famifht in his fervice. Y ou may tell every finger I have with 
my ribs : Father I am glad you are come, give me your preftntto 
one Matter Baffanie, who indeede gives rare new Lyveries, if I 
ferve not him, I will runne as farre as God has any ground. O rare 
fortune, here comes the man, to him Father, fdr I am a Icwc if I 
ferve the Iewe any longer. 

Enter Bajfanio with a follower or two . 

Haf. Yon may doe fo,bat let it be fo hatted that flipper be rea- 
dy at the fartheft by fiue of the clockerfee thefe Letters delivered, 
put the Liveries to making, and defire Gratiano to come anone to 
my lodging. 

Lame. To him Father. 

gob. God bUffe your wor Slip. 

Baff. Gramercie, wouldft thou ought with me? 

Gob. Heere’s my Sonne fir, a poore boy. 

Launc. Not a poore boy fir, but the rich lews man,that would 
fir, as my Father fhall fpecifie. 

Gob. He hath a gTeat infe<5lion fir, as one would fay to firve. 

Laun. Indeede the fhort and the long is, I ferve the lew, and 
nave a defire as my Father fhall fpecifie. 

C s Gob. 
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Gob. HisMifter and he (faving your wor (hips reverence) are 

To be briefe, the very truth is,that the lew having done 
me wrong, doth caufe n\e as my father being I hope an old man 

^^i^I^ha^hcere’a difh of Do«s that I would beftow upon 

worfbip (hall know by this honeft old man, and though Hay if, 
though old man, yet poore man my Father, 

Baf. One fpeake for both, what would you ? 

Lam. Serve yen fir. , 

Gob That is the very defeft of the matter fir/ 
r Baf, J know thee well, thou haft obtain d thy luce. 

Shy locks thy Mafter fpoke with me this day, 

And hath preferd thee, if it bee preferment 
To leave a rich iewes fervice, to become 
The follower of fo poore a Gentleman. 

Clowe. The old proverb is very well parted between my Ma- 
tter Shylecke and you fir, you have the grace of God fir, and nee 

Thou fpeakft it well ; goe Father with thy Sonne, 

Take leave of thy old Mattered enquire 

My lodging out: give him a Livery _ 

M °^ W^Tatheti^ I cannot get a fervice, no, 1 have nere a tong 

1 

too, heere’s a fimple lyne of life, heeres a fmall trifle : ot wives,** 
las fifteene wives is nothing ; a leven widdowe* and nine elides 
a fimp edming in for one man, and then to fcape drownmg 
S to he in perrill of my life with the edge of a featherbed 
here are fimple fcapes : well, if Fortune be a Jf ® n 

•wench for this gere ; Father comc,Ue rake ray leave of the lew 
the twinkling. Exn Clowe 

Bdf - 1 pray thee good Leonardo trunk* - on t ms, 

Thtfe things being bough t^pd orderly beftovt co , 

Returns in haft, for I doe fcaft bp nig be ^ 
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Mv beft eftcemd acquaintance, hie thee, goe. 

Leon. My beft endeavours fhall be done herein. Exit Leon . 

Enter (fratiano. 

Gra. Where’s your Mafter ? Leomr. Yonder fir he walkes. 
1 Graft. Signior Bajfanio. “Baf. Cjratiano. 

Gra. Ihaveafuittoyou. Baf. You have obtaind it. 

Gra. You rnuft not deny me, I muft goe with you to Btfmont. 

Baf. Why then you muft, but heare me (jratiano, 

Thou art to wild, to rude, and bold of voice, 

Parts that become thee happily enough. 

And in fuch eyes as ours appeare not faults: 

But where thou art not known , why there they fhow 
Something too liberal!; pray thee take paine 
To aliav with feme cold drops of modeftie 
Thy skipping fpirit,leaft through thy wild behaviour 
I be mifeonftred in the place I goe to, 

And lofe my hope. Gra. SigniesBaffanio, heare me. 

If I Aoe not put on a fober habite, 

Talke with refpett, and fweare but now and then, 

VV«are prayer bookes in my pocket, looke demurely. 

Nay more, while grace is faying hood mine eyes 
Thus with my hat, and figh and lay Amen : 

Vfe all the obfervance ©f civility, 

Like one well ftudied in a lad oftent 
Topleafehis Grandam, never trnft me more. 

Baf, V Veil, we fhall fee ycur bearing. 

Gra. Nay, but I barre to night, you fhall not gage me 
By what we doe to night. Baf. No, that were pitty, 

I would intreat you rather to put on 

Your boldeft fute of mirth, for we have friends 

That purpofe merriment : but fare you well, 

I have fome bufines. 

Gra, And I muft to Lorenfozr\& the reft. 

But we will vifit you at fupper time. Exeunt. 

Enter leffica and the Clowne. 

n Ie (.’ Ian ? forf y tll0u leave m> Father fo, 

Uiir houfe is hell, and thou a merry Deviil, 
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Didft rob it of fame tafte of tediouitufle ; 

But fare thee well, there is a Ducate for thee. 

And LamceUt, foone at flipper fliilt thou fee 
Lorenfo, who is thy new Matters guett. 

Give him this Letter, doe it focretly. 

And fo farewell ; I would not have my Father 
See me in talke with thee. 

Clowtte. Adiew, teares exhibit my tongae, moft beautifull p a - 
gan, moft fweet I ewe ; if a Chriftian doc not play the Knave and 
get thee, I am much deceived; butadiew,thefcfooliih drops 
doe femething drownc my manly fpirit : adiew. Exit. 

Ief. Farewell good Launcelet. 

Alackc, what heinous finne is it in me 
To be a/ham’d to bee my Fathers child, 

But though I am a daughter to his blood, 

I am not to his manners : 6 Lorenfo , 

If thou keepe promife I fhallend this ftrife, 

Become a Chriftian and thy loving wife. Exit. 

Enter Gratiano, Lorenfo , Salaryno, and Salanio. 

Loren. Nay, we will flinke away in Supper time, 

Difguifc us at my lodging, and returne all in an boure. 

Grat. W e have not made good preparation. 

Salar. We have not fpoke us yet of Torch-bearers. 

Solan. Tis vile unlefle it may be quaintly ordered. 

And better in my tninde not undertooke. 

Loren. T is no w but foure of clocke, we have two honres 
To furnifh vs ; friend Launcelet whac’s the ne wes. / 

Enter Lomcelet. 

LamceUt. And it (hall pieafe yon to breake up this, it ihall 
feeme to fignifie. 

Loren. I know the hand, in faith tis a faire hand. 

And whiter then the paper it writ on . . , 

Is the faire hand that writ. Grat. Love, newes in faith. 

Lame. By your leave fir. Loren . W hither goell thou, 

Lame. Marry fi",ro bid my olde Matter the Icweto fup to 
night with my new Matter the Chriftian. 

Loren. Huld here, t^kc this, cell gentle Uffica 
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I will not faile her, fpcake it privatly. 

Goe Gentlemen, will you prepare you for this Maske to night, 
I am provided of a Torch-bearer. Exit Clowne. 

Salar. I marry, lie be gone about it ftraite. 

Salon. And fo win I. 

Loren. Meete me and Gratimo y at Gratianos lodging 
Some houre hence. Salar. Tis good wc doe fo. Exit. 
Grat. Was not that Letter from faire lefftea. 

Loren. I muft needes tell thee all, ihe hath directed 
How I fball take her from her Father* houie. 

What gold and j ewels (he is furmfiit with, 

W hat Pages lute fhee hath in readiitfle : 

Jfcre the fewcher Father come to heaven, 

It will be for his gentle daughters fake. 

And never dare misfortune croflb her footc, 

Vnlefle fhe doe it under this excule. 

That ihe is ifliic to a faithleffe Iewe ; 

Come goe with me, perufe this as thou goeft, 

Faire Iejftca ihall be my T orch- bearer. Exit. 



Enter Iewe and hit man that was the Clowne. 

’ Well, thou ihalt fee, thy eyes fiiall be thy judge. 
The difference of old Shjlocke and Bajfanio ; 

What Ieffiea , thou fhalt not gurmandtze 
As thou haft done with me : vrhtXlejfica, 

And fleepe, and fnore, and rend apparell out. 

Why lefsiea Iky. Clowne. Why Ief sic a. 

Shj. Who bids tbec call ? I doe not bid thee call. 
Clow. Your worihip was wontto tell me, 

1 could doe nothing without bidding. 

Enter lefsicai 

Iefsica. Call you ? what is your will ? 
f h y> I am bid forth to fupper Iefsica , 
f here are m y keyes: bur wherefore Ihould I goe ? 

Iam not bid for love, they flatter me. 

But yet lie goe in hate, to ft ed upon * 
e prodigall Chriftian. Iefsica my girle, 

00kc t0 houfe, I am right loth to goe, 



There 
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There is feme ill a bruing towards my reft. 

For I did dreame of money baggs to night, 

(fiowne, Ibcfeechyou fir goe, my young Matter 
doth expert your reproach. 

Shy. So doe 1 his. . 

Clowne. And they have confpired together, I will not fay you \ , 
fhallfce a Maske, but if you doe, then it was not for nothing that ( 
my riofe fell a bleeding on blacke monday laft, at fixe a cloclce ith 
morning, falling out that y eere on afhwenfday was f oure yearc in 
th’afcernoone. 

Shy. W hat are there maskes ? heare you me lejpca, 

Locke up my doorcs,and when you heare the drumme, 

And the vile fquealing of the wry-neekt Fiffe, 

Clamber not you up to the cafcments then, 

Nor thratt your head into the publique ftreete. 

To gaze on Chriftian fooles with vaThifht faces : 

But ftop my houfes cares, I meane my cafements. 

Let not the found ©f fhallow foppery enter 
My fober houfe. By Iaeobs ftaffe I fweare, 

I have no minde of feafting forth to night : 

But I will goe : goc you before me firra. 

Say I will com®. Clowne, I will goe before fir. 

Miftres looke out at window for all this. 

There will come a Chriftian by 
Will be worth a Iewes eye. 

Shy. W hat fayes that foole of Hagan offspring ? ha, 

Ief, His words were farewell miftris, nothing els. 

Shy. The patch is kinde enough, but a huge feeder, 

Snaile-flow in profit, and he fleepes by day 
More then the wilde-Cat : drones hive not with me. 

Therefore I part with him, and part with him 
To one that I would have him help to waft 
His bortowed purfe. W ell Iejfisa goc in. 

Perhaps 1 will returne immediatly, 

Doe as I bid you, (hut doores afteryou, faft binde, faft findc. 

A P. overbe neve r fta!e in thriftie minde. 

lef. Farewell, and if my fortune be not croft, 

1 have a father, you a daughter loft. Sxit. 
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Enter the Mafkers, Qratiano and Salerino , 

Crat. This is the penthoufe under which Lorenfo , 

Defired us to make fland. Saler. His hourc is almoft paft. 

Gra. And it is marvel! he out-d wells his houre. 

For Lovers ever runne before the clocke. 

Saler. O tenne times fafter Verms pidgeons flye 
To feale Loves bonds new made, then they are wont. 

To kcepe obliged faith unforfeited. 

Gra. That'ever holds: who rifeth from a feaft 
W ith that keene appetite that he firs downe ? 

Where is the horfc that doth untread againe 
His teadious meafures, with the unbated fire 
That he did pace them firft : all things that are, 

Are with more fpirit chafed then en/oyd. 

How like a younger, or a prodigal!. 

The skarfed Barke puts from her native Bay, 

Hugg’d and embraced by the ftrumpet wind. 

How like the Prodigall doth file returne 
With over-weatherd ribbs and ragged failes, 

Leane, rent, and begger’d by the ftrnmpet wind ? 

Enter Lorenfo . 

Saler . Heere comes Lorenfo , more of this hereafter. 

Lor. Sweet friends, your patience for my long abode. 

Not I, but my affaires, have made yon waitc : 

When you fhall pleafc to play the theeves for wives, 
lie watch as long for you then : approch. 

Here dwels my Father lew. Hoe, whofe within ? . 

Iejfiea above. 

A/* W ho are you ? tell me for more certainety, 

Albeit lie fweare that I doe know your tongue. 

Lor . Lorenfo and thy Love. 

Ief. Lorenfo certaine, and my Love indeed. 

For who love I fo much ? and now who knowes 
But you Lorenfo , whether I am yours ? 

Lor. Heaven and thy thoughts are witnefle that thou art. 

Ief Here catch this Casket, it is worth the paines, 

Janrglad tis night you doe not looke on me, 

" or * ain touch afham’d of my exchange ; 

D But 
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But Love is blind, and Lovers cannot fee 
The pretty follies that thenafelves commit : 

For if they could, Cupid himfelfe would blufli,' 

To fee me thus tranf-formed to a boy. 

Lor, Defcend, for you muft be my Torch-bearer, 
lef, Whar, muft I hold a candle to my flumes ? 

They in themfelves gooclfboth arc too toodight. 

W hv, tis an office of difcQvery,Loue , 

And I fhould be obfeur’d. Lor, So are you fweet, 

Even in the lovely.garnifh of a boy ; but come at once, 

For the elefe night doth play the runaway, 

And we are fta> d for at Bafianios Fcaft. 

Ief. I will make faft the doorc_s>ahd guiid my fcifc 
W ith fome moe ducats, and be with you ftraight. 

Grat. Now by my Hood a Gentile,and no lew. 

Lor. Belhrow me but l love her heartily. 

For fhee is wife,if I can judge of her. 

And fairelhee is, if that mine eyes be tmr, ^ 

And true free is, as fhechath proov’d her felre : 

And thertfore like'her fcife,wife, fay re and true, 

Shall flie be placed in my conftant fettle. Enter Iiffica. 

What, art thou come? on Gentlemen, away, . 

OurMasking mates by this time for us ftay. Exit, 

Enter Anthonie, 

Anth. Whofe there? 

Grat . Signior Anthonie ?■ 

Anth. Fie, fie Gratiano, where are all the reft ? 

Tis nine a docke, our friends all ftay for you: 

No Maske to night, the wind is come about, 

Bajfanio ptefcntly willgoe abourd. 

I have fent twenty cut to feeke for you. 

Gra. I am glad on’t, I defire no more delight, 

Then to be under* fayle, and gene to night. Exeunt, 

Enter Portia with Moroeho , and both their traineSi 

Tor, Go c, draw afide the Curtaincs, and difeovet 
The fcverall Caskets to this noble Prince : 

Now make your choyfe. ^ ^ 
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Mar, This firft of gold, who this lafeription beard, 
Who chufeth me,fhallgaine what many men defire. 

The fecond Silver, which this promife carries, 

Who choofeth meeffhall get as much as hee deferves. 

This third dull Lead, with warning all as blunt, 

Who chufeth mee, mu ft give and hazard all hee hath. 
How fliall I know if I doe chufe the right ? 

Per. The one of them containes my pi<fture,Pnnce, 
lfyouchoofethat,thcn I am yours withall. 

Mor. Some God direeft my judgement ; let me fee, 
1 will furvay th’infcriptions backeagaine : 

What fayes this Leaden Casket ? 

Who choofeth me .mutt give and hazard all he hath. 

Muft give, for what ? for lead ? hazard for lead ? 

This Casket threarens men that hazard all, 

Doc it in hope of faire Advantages : 

A golden minde ftoopes not to fhowes of drofie. 

He then nor give nor hazard ought for lead. 

What fayes the Silver with her Virgin hue ? 

Who choofeth me, full get as much as he deferves. 

As much as he deferves : paufe there Moroeho, 

And weigh thy value with an even hand : 

If thou beeft rated by thyeftimation, 

Thou doftdelerve enough, and yet enough 
May not extend fo farre as to the Lady : 

And yet to be afraid of my deferving 
W ere but a weake difabling of my felfe. 

As much as I defervejwhy thats the Lady. 

T do in birth deferve her, and in fortunes. 

In graces, and in qualities of breeding : 

But more then thefe,inlove I do deferve} 

W hat if I ftraid no farther,but chofe heere ? 

Lets fee once more this faying grav’d in gold : 

Who choofeth me jball gains what many men defire ; 

Why thats the Lady, all the world defires her. 

From the foure corners of the earth they come 
To kiffc this fhrine,this mortall breathing Saint. 

The Hircanian defats, and the vaftie wildes 

D i 




The Comic all H if one of 

Of wilde vArahU are as thicugh- fares now, 

For Princes to come view irntTortia. 

The watrie Kingdome, whefe ambitious head 
Spets in the face of heaven, is no barre 
To flop the forrake fpirits, but they come. 

As ore a brookc,.to fee faire ’Portia. 

One of thefe three contains her heavenly Pifture. 

Ift like that Lead: containts her ?’t were damnation- 
To thinke fo bafe a thought ; it were too grofle 
To ribb her fcareclotb in the obfeure grave: 

Or fhall I thinke in filver fhee’s immur'd, 

Being ten times undervalewed to tryde gold. 

O finfu'l thought, never fo rich a Jem 
Was fet in worfe then gold,, T hey ha ve in England 
A Coyne thatbeares the figure of an Angell 
Stampt in Gold, but that’s infculpt upon: 

But hccre an Angell in a golden 
lyes all within. Deliver me the Key, 

Here doe I choofe, and thrive f as 1 may. 

Par. There take it Prince; and if my forme lie there',. 4 
Then I am yours. 

Mor. O hell 1 what have we hcare, a carrion death, 

Within whofe emptie eye there: is a. written fctoule k 
He reads the writing. 

is4ll that gliders is not gold. 

Often have you heard that told, 

CMany a man his life hath fold , 

But my ont-fide to behold ; 

Guilded T tmber doe wormes infold : 

Had you been as wife as bold, 

Totsng in hmbes, in judgement eld. 

Tour anfwere had not been infer old. 

Fare yee well, your fute is cold, 

CM or. Cold indeed , and labour loft. 

Then farewell hcate, and welcome froft ? 
portiazAkv,-, I have toogreev’da heart. 

To take a tedious leave .* thus, loofers parr. Exit, 

•Fort, 
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<v or f A gentle riddance, draw the curtaincs, go, 
Letall of his completion choofc me fo. Exeunt. 

Enter Salarino and S olanio. 

Sal. VVhyman Ifaw under fay lc, 

VVith him is Grationo gone along;. 

And in their Ship I am fure Lorenfo is nor. 

Sola. The villainc Jew with out cries raifd the Duke 
Who went with him to fearch ‘Bafanios Ship. 

Sal. He came too late, the Ship was under Saile, 

But there the Duke was given to under ftand, 

That in a Gondylo were feene together 
Lorenfo and his amorous Iefsica. 

Befides, Anthonio certified the Duke 
They were not with Baffanio in his Ship. ^ 

Solan, I never heard apaflion fo confus’d, 

So ftrange, outragious, and fo variable, 

As the dogge le we did utter in the ftreets ; 

My daughter, 6 my Ducats, 6 my Daughter l 
Pled withaChriftLn, 6 my Chriftian Ducats, 
luftice, the Law, my Ducats, and my Daughter^ 

A fcakd bagge, two fealed baggs of Ducats, 

Ot double Ducats, ftolnc from me by my daughter. 

And Jewels, two ftones, two rich and precious ftones, 
Stolne by my Daughter : luftice, finde the girle, 

Sbec hath the ftones upon her, .and the Ducats, 

Salar, W hy, all the boyes in Venice follow him. 
Crying his Stones, his Daughter, and his Dueats . 

Solan. Let good Anthonio looko he keepe his day. 

Or he (hall pay for this. 

Solar. Marry well remembred ; 

1 reafoned with a Frenchman yefterday. 

Who told me, in the narrow Seas thaa part 
The Frsnch and E:iglifh, tneremifciried 
A Veffell of our Countrey richly fraught : 

J thought upon Anthonio when he told me; 

And wifht in filcncethat it were rot his. 

Sol, You were beft to ted Anthonio what yodhearc, 
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Yet do not fuddenly ,for it may greeve him. 

Sal. A kinder Gentleman treades not the earth, 

I faw Bajfanio and osinthonio part, 

‘Bajfanio told him he would make fome jpecd 
Of his returne : ke anfwered,do not fo. 

Slumber not bufineffefor my fake Bajfanio, 

But ftay the very riping of the time, 

And for the iewes bond which he hath of me, 

Let it not enter in your minde of love : 

Be merry, and unploy yourchiefeft thoughts 
To Courtfliip,and fuch faire oftents of love 
As (hall conveniently become you there, 

And even there his eye being big with teares, 

Turning his face,he put his hand behind him, 

And with afledtion .wondrous fcnfible 
He wrung Bajfamo's hand,and fo they parted. 

Ssl . I thinkc he oncly loves the world for him, 

I pray thee let us go and find him our. 

And quicken bis embraced heavinefie 
W ith fome delight or other. 

Sal. Do we fo. Exeunt , 

Enter Nerrijfa and a Servitor. 

2\^r.QuickjquicI< I pray thee, draw the curtain ftrait, 
The Prince of Arragon hath tane his oath, 

And comes to his election prcfently. 

Enter ^r^«,histtaine and Tortia. 

Tor. Behold, there (land the Caskets noble Prince, 
If you choofe that wherein I am containd. 

Straight (hall oHr nupciall rights be folemniz’d i 
But if you faile, without more fpeech my Lord 
You muft be gone from hence immediately. 

Arra. I am cnioynd by oath to obferve three things, 
Firft, never to unfold to any one 
W hich Casket twas I chofe ; next, if I faile 
Of the right Casket, never in my life 
To wqoc a inalde in way of marriage ; 
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Iaftly,ffT do faile in fortune of my cKoyfe, 
Immediately to leave you, and be gone. 

7 or. To thefeinjunaions every one doth fweare 

That comes to hazard for my wortblcffc felfe. 

Jin, And fo have I addreft me;fortune now 
To my hearts hope : gold, filver, and bafe lead. 

Who cboofetb me .mu fl give and hazard all he hath. 

You (hall looke fairer ere I give or hazard. 

What fayes the golden cheft,ha,let me fee, 
Whochoofeth me,fhaUgaine what many men defire, 

W hat many men defire, that many may be meant 
By the fooie multitude that choofe by fho w. 

Not learning more then the fond eye doth teach, 
Which pries not to th’inhcritour, but like the Martlet 
Builds in the weather on the outward wall, 

Even in the force and rode ofcafbalty. 

I will not choofe what many men defire, 

Becaufe I will not jumpe with, common fpirirs. 

And ranke me with the Barbarous multitudes. 

Why then to thee theu filver treafure houfe, 

Tell me ©nee more what title thou doeft beare ; 

Who choofe th me fall get as much as he defer ves : 

And well (aid to ; for who fha'J go about 
To conzen Fortune^nd be honourable, 

Without the (lamp of merit, let none prefume 
To weare an undeferved dignity : 

0 that eflates,degrees,and offices, 

W ere not deriv’d conuptly,and that cleare honour 
W ere purchaft by the merit of the wearer. 

How many then ihould cover thatftand bare ? 

How many be commanded that command ? 

How much low peafentry would then be gleaned 
Prom the true feed of honour ? and how much honour 
Pickt from the chaffb and ruine ofthe times, 

Tobenew varnifht ; well, but to my choyfe. 

Who choofeth me [hall get as much as he deferves, 

1 will a flume defer t ; give me a key for this, 

And inftantly unlock e my fortunes heerc. 
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Portia. Too long a paufc for that which you finds there, 
Arag. V V hat’s here ! the pour trait of a blinking Ideot, 
Prefenting me a Scedule •• I will rcade it. 

How much unlike art thou to Portia ? 

,How much unlike my hopes, and my defervings f 
Who choofeth me, Jhall have afmuch at he deferves. 

Did I deferve no more than a (coles head ? 

Is that my prize ? are my deletes no better ? 

Tor . To offend and judge are diftimft offices, 

And of oppofed natures. Arrag. What is here ? 

The Tire [even times tried this, 

Seven times trjed that judgement is. 

That did never choofe amijfe : 

Some there be that [hadowes kijfe ; 

Such have bat a Jhadowes blijfe , 

There be fooles alive Iwis, 

Silver'd ore, andfo was this,. 

Take what wife jot* will to bed , 

I will ever be your head : 

So be gone ,you are ft>ed, 

Arrag . Still more foole I fhall appears 
By the time I linger here : 

With one fooles head l came to weoc , 

Bat I goe away with two. 

Sweet adiew , lie keeps my oath , 

Patiently to bcare my wroth. 

Tor. Thus hath the candle fing’d the m oaths 
O thcfe deliberate fooles, when they doe choofe. 

They have their wifdomc by their wit to loofe. 

Ner. The ancient faying is no herefie , 

Hanging and wiving goes by deftinie. 

Per, Come draw the curtainc Nerrijfa. 
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A young Venetian, one that comes before 
Tofignifie th’aproaching of his Lord, 

From whom he bringetb fenfible regreets ; 

To wie/befides commends and curious breath) 

Gifts of rich value ; yet I have not fectie 
So likely an Embaffadour of love. 

A day in April never came fo fweet 
To fhow how coftly Summer was at hand. 

As this fore-fpurrer comes before his Lord. 

Portia. No more I pray thee, l am halfe a-feard 
Thou wilt fay anone he is fome kin to thee, 

Thou fpendft fuch high day wit in prayfing him .* 

Come, come, Nerryfa, for I long to fee 
Quicke Ctt fids Port that comes fo mannerly. 

Nerrijfa. Bajfario, Lord, Love if thy will it be. Exeunt i 

Solanio and Salarino. 



Solamo. Now wnat newes on tne ftyaico r 
S atari. Why yet it lives there uncheckt,that Anthonie hath a 
foipofrich lading wrackt on the narrow Teas ; the Goodwins T 
thinfci they call the place,a very dangerous flat, and fatal!, where 
the carcafTes of many a tall fhip He buried, as they fay, if my Gofllp 
Report bean honeft woman other word. 

Solanio. I would foe were as lying a Goflip in that,as ever 
knapt Ginger,or made her neighbours beleeve foe wept for the 
death of a third husband : but it is true, without any flips of pro- 
lixity, or eroding the plain high way oftalke, that the good tAn* 
thonio, the honeft lAnthonio ; © that I had a title good enough to 
keepe his name company. 

Salari. Come,tbe full flop. 

«JV**w.Hit,what fayeft thou, why the end is, he hath loft a foipi 
Salari. I would it might prove the end of his Ioffes. 

Solanio. Let me fay Amen betimes , left the Dcvillcroffe my 
prayer, for heerc he comes in the likeneffe of a lew. How now 
Shyloeke t what newes among the Merchants ? . Snter Shyloke. 

ter^ff h^° U k ncw > none fo well,none fb well,as you>ofmy daugh- 

kncw thcTay,orthac 

E 
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Solan. And Shy lock. for his own port knew the bird was ? 

and then it is the complexion of them all to leave the dam. 

Shy. She is damnd for it. 

Salar, Thats certaine,if the Devil! may be her Iudge. 

Shy, My own flefh and bloud to rebell* 

Sola , Out upon it old Carrion.rcbels it at thcfc yeares* j 
Shy . I fay my daughter is my flefh and my bloud. 

Solari. There is more difference between thy flefh and hen, 
then between Jet and Ivorie , more between your blouds , then 
there is between Red wine and Rennifh : but tell, us, do you heare 
whether esfnthoniohzvc hadany leffsatfeaorno? 

Shy. There I have another bad match, a bankrout, a prodigall, \ 
who dare fcarce fliew his head on the Ryalto , -a beggar that was 
ufd to come lo fmug upon the Mart : let him Iooke to his bond, 
be was wont to call me Ufurer,let him Iooke to his. bond,he was 
went to lend money for a Chriftian curfie , let him Iooke to bis 
bond. _ , . i 

Solari. Why I am fureif he forfeit, thou wilt not take his 
flefh, whats that good for ? 

Shyl. To baiefifh withal], ifit. will feed not hing.elfc> • 

feed my revenge ; he hathffifgrac’d me, and hindred taehalfca 
million, laught at my Ioffes, mockt at my gaines, fcorned my Na- 
tion, thwarted my bargains,- cooled my friends, heated mine ene- 1 
niies,and whats his rcafon,! am a Jew : Hath not a Jew cyeMiath 
not a Jew hands, organs, demenfions, fenfes, affeffions, pjflions, 
fed with the fame food* hurt with the fame weapons, fubjeff to 
the fame difeafes,healed by the fame meanes, warmed and cooled 
by the fame W inter and Summer as a Chriflian is : if you prick us, 
do we not bleed, if you tickle us, do we not laugh; ifyoupoyfon i 
us, do we not die, and ifyou wrong us,fhall we not revenge, ifwc 
are like you in the reft, wc will refemble you in that. If aJe w __ 
wrongs Chriftian, what is bis humility, revenge? If a Chriluan 
wrong a lew, what fhould his fufferance be by Chriftian exam- 
pie, why revenge ? The villany you teach me, l will execute, an 
it (hall go hard,but I will better the inftru<ftion. 

Enttr 



the (Jhierchdnt of Venice: 

Enter a man from Anthonie. 

Gentlemen,my Matter tAntkonio is at his houfe,and defires t > 
fpeak with you both. 

S alert. W e have been up and down to feck him. 

Enter Tuball. 

Solanit. Here comes another of therTribe , a third cannot be 
matchtjUnkffe the Devill himfelfe turne lew. Exeunt Gentlem . 

Shy. How now Tuball, what newes from genowa, haft thou 
found my daughter ? 

TubaU. I often came where I did heare of her, but cannot 
find her. 

Shy locke. Why there,therc, there, there, a Diamond gone coft 
me two thoufind Ducats in Franckford , the curfe nev er fell upon 
eur Nation till now, I never felt ic till now, two thoufand Ducats 
in that, and other precious,prccious jewels ; I would my daughter 
were dead at my foot, and the jewels in her eare: would fhe were 
hearft at my foot, and the Ducacs in her Coffin : no news of them, 
why fo ? and I know not whats fpent in the fearch : why thou 
Ioffe upon Ioffe, the theefe gone with fo much, and fo much to find 
thetheefe, and no fatisfaftion, no revenge, nor no ill luck (birring 
but what lights a my (boulders, no fighs, but a my breathing, bo 
teares but a my fhedding. 

Tuball. Yes,other men have ill lucke to^nthoniofls I heard, is 
in Genowa} 

Shy. What, what, whatjill Iucke,ill lucke. 

Tuball, Hath an Argofiecaftaway comming from TriyolU. 

Shy. I thank God,I thank God, is it true, is it true. 

Tuball.l fpoke with fome ofthe Saylcrsthat efcaped the wrak. 

Shy. I thank thee good Tuball, good newes, good newes : ha, 
ha,heere in Genowa. 

TubaH. Your daughter fpent in Genowa , as I heard, one night 
fourefcore Ducats* 

Shy, Thou ftickft a dagger in me,T (ball never fee my gold a- 
gaine,fonrefcoure Ducats at a fitting.fourefcore Ducats. 

Tuball. There came divers of Anthonio's creditors in my com- 
pany to r*wV*,thatfw«are he cannot chufe but breake. 

E 2 Shy. I 
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Shy. I am very glad of it>Ile plague him, He torture him j a8 , 
glad ofir. 

T ttball. One of them fhewed me a ring that he had of y 0 ur 
daughter for a Monky . 1 

Shy. Out upon her, thou tortureft mzTvball, it was myT Ur . 
kies, I had it of Leah when I was a Batchelor : I would not have 
given it for a wildernefle ofMonkies. 

TnbaH, But Anthonie is certainly undone. 

Shy. Nay,thats true,thats very trueygo Tub all, fee mean Of 
ficer,befpeak him a fortnight before, I will have the heart of him 
if he forfeit, for were he out of Venice I can majee what merehao- 
dize I will : goTuba/l , and meet me atour Synagogue, gogood" 
Tubal! fit our Synagogue Tuball. Exeunt. 5 

Enter 'Baftanio, r Portia,Gratiano,andall 
their traixes. 

Portia. I pray you tarry , paufe a day or two 
Before you hazzud.for in choofing wrong 
I loofe your company ; therefore forbeare a whiley 
There’s fonaething tcls me(but it is not love) 

I wculcknot loofe you, and you know yourfeife; 

Hate counfels not in fuch a quality ; 

But left you fhould not underftand me well, 

And yet a maiden hath no tongue, but thought, 

I would detain you here fome moneth or two 
Before you venture for me. I could teach you 
How to choofe right, but then lam forfwornc. 

So will I never bc,fo may you mifle me, 

But ifyou do,youle make me wifh a finne, 

That I bad been forfworn : Btfhrow your eyes, 

T hey have ore-lookt me and divided me. 

One halfc of me is yours, the other halfe yours. 

Mine own I would fay : but if mine then yours. 

And fo all y eurs ; O thefe naughty times 
Puts barres between the owners and their rights. 

And fo though yours, not y ours, (prove it fb) 

Let Fortune go to helI,not I . 

I fpeak too long,but tis ro peizc the time. 
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To eech it, and to draw it out in lcngth, 

To ftay you from eledion. 

Bat Let me chufe, ^ 

Tor as I am, I live upon the woke. 

r p or% Upon the rackc ^Bajfanto % .then confefle 
what trealon there is mingled with your love. 

•Baft. None but that ugly treafon of miftruft, 
Which makes me feare th’injoying of my Love, 
There may as well be amity and life 
Tween fnow and fire,as treafon and my love. 

Por. J ,but I feare you fpeake upon the racke 
Where men enforced do fpeak any thing. 

Baft Promife me life, and ile confefle the truth . 
Por. W ell then, confefle and live. 

Baft. Confefle and love 
Had been the very fumme of my confefiion : 

O hapyy torment when my torturer 
Doth teach me anfwcrs for deliverance ; 

But let me to my fortune and the Caskets, 

Por. Away then,I am IqjcKt in one of them. 

If you do love me, you will find me out. 

Nervy fta and the reft, ftand allaloofc. 

Let muficke found while he doth make his choyfe, 
Then if he loofe he makes a Swan-like end, 

Fading in mulique. T hat the companion 

May ftand more proper, my eye fhall be the ftreamc 

And watry death-bed for him : he may win. 

And what is mufique than ? T hen mufiqueis 
Even as the flouri(h,when true fiibjeds bowe 
To a new crowned Monarch : Such it is, 

As arc thofe dulcet lounds in break of day. 

That creep into the dreaming Bride-groomesearc, 
And fummon him to marriage. Now he goes 
With noltflc prefence, but with much more love 
Then young Alcides, when he didredeeme 
The virginetribute,payed by howling Troy 
To the Sea monfter : T ftand for facrifice. 

The reft aloofe are the Dardanian wives ; 
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With bleared vifages come forth to view 
The iflue of th’exploit : Go Hercules , 

Live thou, I live with mucb,tnuch moredifmay, 

I view the fight,then thou that mak’ft the fray. 

A Song the whilfi Bafianio comments on the Caskets, 
to himfelfe, 

T, ell me where is fancie bred, 

Or in the heart, or in the head ; 

How begot, how nourijhed ? Repliejreplie, 

It is ingendred in the eye. 

With gazing fed, and Fancie dies. 

In the Cradle where it lies. 

Let ns all ring Fancies knell, 
lie begin it. 

Ding dong,beR. 

All. Dwg,dong,betl. 

Baff. So may the outward fhowes be lead thcmftlves. 
The world is dill deceav’d with ornament: 

In Law, what plea fo tainted and corrupt. 

But being fc-afoa’d with a gracious voyce, 

Obfcuresthe Chow ofcvill. In religion. 

What damned error but feme fober brow 
Will bleflc it,and approve it with a text, 

Hiding the grofnefle with faire ornament : 

There is no voyce fo fimple.but aflumes 
Some marke of vertue on his outward parts ; 

How many cowards whofe hearts are all as falfc 
As flayers of fand,wearc yet upon their chins 
The beards ©f Hercules, and frowning 'JMart, 

Who inward f c archt,bave lyvers white as miike. 

And thefe afliime but valours excrement 
To render them redoubted. Look on beauty. 

And you fhall fee tis purchad by the weight^ # 

Which therein works a miracle in nature. 

Making them lighted that weare mod of it : 

So arc thofe crifped fnaky golden locks 
W hich makes fuch wanton gambals with the wind 
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Upon fuppofed fairetiefle, often known 
To be the dowry of a fecond head, 

The fcull that bred them in the fepulcher. 

Thus ornament is but the guiled fhore 
To a mod dangerous fea : the beauteous fcarfe 
Vailing an Indian beauty; In a-word. 

The feeming truth which cunning times put on 
To intrap the wiled. Therefore then, thou gaudy gold. 
Hard food for Midas, I will none of thee. 

Nor none of thee thou pale and common drudge 
Tween man and man : but thou, thou meager lead 
W hich rather tbreatned then dod promife ought. 

Thy palenefle moves me more then eloquence. 

And heere chuft I, joy be the confequence. 

Por. How all the other paflions fleet to ayre. 

As donbtfnll thoughts, and rafh imbrac’d defpaire ; 

And fhyddring feare,and green-eyed jealoufie. 

0 love be moderate,allay thy extafie, 

In meafurc reine thy j*oy,fcant this exceflej 

1 feele too much thy blefling,make it lefle. 

For feare I forfeit. 

Bajf. w hat find I heere ? 

Faire Portias counterfeit. W hat demy God 
Hath come fo necre creation ? move thefe eyes ? 

Or whether riding on the bals of mine 
Seeme they In motion ? Here are fever’d lips 
Parted with fuger breath, fb fweet a barre 
Should fonder fuch fweet friends ; heere in her haires 
The Painter playes the Spyder,and hath woven 
A golden mefh t’intrap the hearts of men 
Fader then gnats in Cobwebs;but her eyes, 

Kow could he fee to do them ? having made one. 

Me thinks it fhould have power to deale both his. 

And leave it felfc unfurnifht : Yet lookc how farre 
The fubdance of my praife doth wrong this fhadow 
In underprifing it,fo ferre this fhadow 
Doth limpe behind the fobdanc e. Hercs the fcrowle, 

I He continent and fummarie of my fortune. 
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You that chafe not by the view 
Chance as faire, and chufe as true : 

Since this fortune falls to you. 

Be content, and feeke no new, 

Jfyoube wed pleafd with this, 

And hold your fortune for jour bUjfe, 

Turne you where jour Lady is, - 

^Andclaime her with a loving kijf e > 

A gentle fcroulc : Faire Lady, by your leave, 

I come by note to give, and to receave’; 

Like one of two contending in a prize 
That thinks he hath done well in peoples eyes : 
Hearing applaufc and vniverlall {hour. 

Giddy in fpirit,ftill gazing in a doubt 
Whether thofe pealcs of praife be his or no : 

So thrice faire Lady ftand I,evcn lb, 

As doubtfull whether what I fee be true, 

Until! confirm’d, fign’d,tatified by you. 

Por. You fee me Lord 'Bajfanio where I ftand. 
Such as I am ; though for my felfc alone 
I would not be ambitious in my wifh 
To wilh my felfe much betterjyet for you, 

I would be trebled twenty times my felfe, 

A thoufand times more faire, ten thoufand times 
More rich, that oncly to ftand high in your account, 

I might in vertues, beauties, livings,friends. 

Exceed account : butthefullfummeofmc 
Is famine of fomething : which totertne ingrofle, 
Is an unleffon’d Girle,unfchool , d,unpra6kiced; 
Happy in this,fhe is not yet fo old 
But {he may learne : happier then this. 

She is not bred fo dull, but {he canleamc ; 

Happieft of all, is thather gentle fpirit 
Commits it lelfe to yourS to be dire&ed, 

As from her Lord^erGovernour, her King. 

My felfe, and what is mine, to you and yours 
Is now converted. But no w I was the Lord 



tb'McnbM'f r^'. 

Of this faire mattGon,tnafter of my fervants, , 

Sieet* ore mjTfelfe : 

T^ls houfe.thele fervants, and this fame iny felfe 
Arc yours, my Lord , 1 give them with this ring, 

W hich when you part from,loofe,dr give away. 

Let it prefage the ruine of your love, 

Andbemy vantage to exciaimeoriyou, 

Baf Madam, you have bereft me of all words, 

Onely my bloud fpcakesto you fa my vafaes,- • • 

And there is fuch ednfufion in my powers; 

As after fome Oration fairely fpoke 

By a beloved Prince, there doth appeare 

Among the buzzing pleafed multitude. 

W here every fomething being blent together, 

Turnes to a wilde of nothing,fave of j oy 
Expreft,and notexpreft :but when this Ring 
Parts from this finger, then parts life from hence, 

0 then be bold to fay Bajfanio’ s dead. . 

Ner. My Lord and Lady.it is now our time 

That have flood by and feen our wifh*s pfofper. 

To cry .good joy, good j‘oy,my Lord and Lady, 

Gra. My Lord Baftniopnd my gentle Lady, 

1 wilh you all the joy that you can with •* r 

For I am fare you can wilh hone from me y 
And when your honours nneane to foleainize 
T he bargaine of y our faith, I do befcech you. 

Even at that time I may be married to. 

Baf With all my heart, fo thou canft get a wife. 
Grat. I thanlce your Lord{hip,you have got me one. 
My eyes my Lord can looke as fwift as yours • 

Y ou faw the miflrts,I beheld the maid .* 

Yonlov’d,I lov’d for intermiffion. 

No more pertains tome my Lord then you; 

Your fortune flood upon the Casket there, 

And lo did mine toas ; thc matter falls : 

For wooing heercuntill I fwet againe. 

And fwearing till my very rough was dry 
W ith oathes of love, at laft,if promife laft 

p 
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I got a promife of this <aire one heere 
To have her love : provided that your fortune 
Atchiev’d her miftres. 

For. Is this true Nerriffa ? _ 

Ner. Madam it is,lo you ftand pleafd withall. 

And do you Grattans mean good faith ? 

Gra. Y es faith ray Lord . 

Faff. Our feaft (hall be much honoured in your manage. 

Gra. Weel play with them the fuftooy forathoufanddacatii 

Ner. JVhat.and (lake down? 

No, we {hail nere win at that (port and ftakc downe. 

But who comes heere ? Lorenzo and his Jnfideil ? 

W hat, and my old Venecian friend Salens ? 

Enter Lorenfo,]eflica,<««^ Salerio? 
from Venice. 

‘Baffa. Lorenzo and .SWmi?, welcome hither. 

If that the youth of my new intreft here 
Have power to bid you welcome : by your leave, 

Ibid ray friends and countreymen. 

Sweet Tsrtia welcome. 

For. So do I my Lord, they are istirely welcome. 

Lor. J thanke your honourjfor my part my Lord, 

My parpofe was not to have feen you here, 

But meeting with Salerio by the way, 

He did intr cate me paff all faying nay 
To come with him along. 

Sal. I did my Lord, 

And I have realon for it,Signior tAnthonio 
Commends him to you. 

iaff. Etc I ope his Letter 
J pray you tell me how my good friend doth. 

Sal. Not fick my Lord.unkflc it be in mind, 

Nor wciljUnkffe in mind : his letter there 
Willfhew youhiseftatc. open the letter* 

Gra Nerrifja, cheer yond ftranger,bid her welcome. 

Your hand Salerio, whats the newes from Venice ? 

How doth that royall Merchant good Anthonio l 

I know he will be glad of out fucctffc, 

- - - ■- - — 




the tjtter chant of ' Venice, 

Per. 1 There are feme fhrewd contents in yond fame paper, 

That (leaks the colour from Baflanto s cheeke, 

**>* nothing in the world 

Could tume fo much the conftitution 
Ofrny conftaat man twhatwotfe^d worfc? 

With leave Baffanio I am halfeyour felfe. 

And I muft have the halfe of any thing 
That this lame Paper brings you. 

Baif. Ofweet Portia, 

Hereareafewofthe unplealant ft words 
That ever blotted Paper. Gentle Lady, 

When I did firftimpart ray love to you, 

I freely told yon all the wealth I baa 
Rannein my veines,I was a Gentleman, 

And then I told you true rand yet deere Lady 
Rating my felfe at nothing, you (hall fee 
How much I was a Braggart, when I told you 
My ftate was nothing, I fhonld then hav? told yoa 
That I was worfe then nothing ; for indeed 
I have ingag’d my fclfe to a deere friend, 

Ingag’d my friend to bis raeere enemie. 

To feed ray meanes. Here is a Letter Lady, 

The Paper as the body of my friend. 

And every word in it a gapiog wound 
Hiking life blond. But is it true Salerio, 

Hath all his ventures fail’d, what not one nit ? 

From Tripelis,ftom UWexics and England 
From Lisbon fBarbary, and India, 

And not one Veffell Icape the dreadfull touch 
Of Merchant-marring rocks? 

Sal. Not one ray Lord. 

Befidesjit fhould appeare,that if he had 
Theprefent money to difehargethe I err. 

He would not take it : never did I know 
A creature that did hear? the fhape of man 
So keen and greedy to confound a man. 
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He plycs the Duke at raornirg and at night. 

And doth impeach the freedome. of the ftate 
If they deny him Iuftice. Twenty Merchants, 

The Duke hirafejfc,3nd the Magnificos ... 

Of greateft port have all perfwwjed withhim. 

But none can drive him fr.om the envious pica , . . 

Of forfeiture, of Iuftice, and his Bond. 

left. When 1 was with.him.Ihavc.heard biwfwear ,, V 
To Tub all and to Chus,bk eduntrey-rhen, 



That he would rather have Anthinid 



MoTjisw'K) 



Then twenty times the value pf the fumme 
That he did owe him i and ! know, my lord, r feljold-Mv 
If Law^uthority,and power deny nor. 

It wilt go hard with poore Anthonie. 

Por. Is it your deere ; rst t s 

&-S’ .The deereft fcipn4v^i|iec,th^,kindc:ft'fflft$j , i I 

The beft conditiondand unwearied fpiric 
In doing curtefies : and one in whom 

The ancient Roman honour mere appeares, 

Thenany that drawes breath in Italy. 

Por, W hat fumme ewes he the Ic w 3 

'Baft. For me three tbqnfand Ducats. . 

Por. W hat no morc,pay him fix tboufind,and deface the bond, 
Double fix thoufand.and thentfreble that. 

Before a friend of this deferiprion 

Shall lofea hairc threugh^^/V/ fault. 3n j [ 

Fuft go with me tq Cbur^japdcftll mf wife, f!ov ?irf Ife rfrsH 
And then away to f tnice tcvjrour ;•! *■ ^rtioP i\\ r/u-r? tnoi ' 
For never (hall you lie by Portia's. fide 
With an unquiet feqfe. iXfiW. ft^lflav^gold ItliV 0120 lOil bflA 
To pay the petty debt twenty times oyer, 

When it is paid, bring your true friend ypogyrr.- . , 0 pt 
My maid Nerrifta, and my (elfc rjaegne nmc 

Will live as Maidcs and; Widd©w.es ; eoiwe.awayjr: ■ -;.:T 

For you fhall knee upppyqur m&ifogdq t An ion b!« d ' 

Bid y opr friends welcomeifhew a ; mf rty ehefcrt*,. n-i 1 5 intt .0 A 
Since you arc deere bought, Ii wiiUoyejypu deere. t b r r 
Bat let me hearc the letter of your friend, ‘ 

Snett 



w . 
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Sweet Baflanio, my ftifs have all wife tried y my Creditors grow 
crutll t»l eftaU is very low, mj bond to the, Jew uferjatt, atidftnfe ttt 
paytw *tjt is imfoftidleJjhemlU liitefll debts art cleerd ietweei^yeH 
And J,if 1 might hut fee you at my death; notwithft anting, uJeyeHr 
fteajurej} year love do notfer/wadeyen t v come, le t not my letter. 

epor, O love 1 difpatcb allbufinefle and be gone. 

Baft Since I have your good leave to go away, 

I will make hafte j but till I come againe, 

No bed fhall ere be guilty of my flay* 

Nor rdt be inierpoier twixe us twaine. Exeunt. 

Enter the lowland Salerio^tf Anthonio, 
and the Jaylor;! , 

jew , Iaylor»teoke to him, tell net me ofmcrcy, 

This is the fcole that lent cut money gratis. 
lay Ior,lccke to him. 

%s>ntb. Hear* me yet good Shy locket, 

Jiw. He have my bond, (peak not againft my bon#, 

I have fwoine.aii oath, that Ivvill haverry bond : 

Tht u call’dft me d< g before theu hadfl acaufc, 

But fince 1 am a dog, beware *nv phangs. 

The Dukt fhall grant me Iuftice ;I do wonder 
Thou naughty Jaylpr that thcuartfo fond 
T 0 come abroad with him at his rttjucft. 

An. I pray thee hearc me f peak, 

Jew, lie have my bond, I will not heare thee fpeake, 
lie hive my bond, and therefore fpeak no more, 
lie not be made a fofr ar d dull eyde fople, 

Tc fhake the head,relent,and figh,and yedd 
To C hriftian inter ceftofs : follow not. 

He have no fpeak mg, I will have n y bond. Exit Jew, • 

Sol, It is the moft im pc nit tabic curre 
That ever kept with men. 

«/*». Let him alone, 

lie follow him no more with bootlcffe prayers. 

He leeks my life,his rcafon well I know { 

I oftdehvadhim his forfeitures, 

f 3 Many 
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Many chat have at times made mone to me, 

Therefore he hates me. 

Sal. I am Cure the Duke will never grant 

TheDuke cannot deny the courfe of Law : 

For the Commodity that ftrangers have 
With us in it be denyed. 

Will much impeach the jufticc of the Rate. 

Since that the Trade and Profit of the Cine 
Confifiech of all Nations. Therefore go, 

Tbefe sricfes and Ioffes hath fo bated me 
That i ftiall hardly fpare a pound of flelh 
To morrow, to my bloudy Creditor. 

Well Iaylor on, pray God Bajfanto come 
To fee me pay his debt, and then I care not. Exeunt, 

Enter Portia, Nerr iffa, Lorenzo jeffica, and a 
t «*» of Portia’s. 

Lor. Madam, alth ough I fpeak it in your prefence, 
You have a noble and a true conceit 
Ofgold-like amide, which appeares molt ftrongly 
In bearing thus the abfence of your Lord. 

But if you knew to whom you fhew this honour. 
How true a Gentleman you fend reliefe, 

How deerc a Lover of roy Lord your husband, 

I know you would be prouder of the worke. 

Then caftomary bounty can enforce you. 

Par. I never did repenefor doirg good, 

Nor fhall not now : for in companions 
That do converlc and waft the time together, 

Whofe foules do beare an equall yoke of love. 

There muft be needs a like proportion 
Oflyniaments,of manners, and of fpiritj 
Which makes me think c that this lAntbonio 
Being the bofome Lover of my Lord, > ’ . ' • ' 

Muft needs be like my Lord. If it be fo, 

How little is the coft I have bellowed 



the CM er chant of Venice ; 

In pHixhafing the femblance of my fbule ; 

From out the flare of hcllifh cruelty : 

This comes too neere the praifing of my fclfe. 

Therefore no more of it . heere other things 
Lorcnfo l commit into your hands, 

1 he husbandry and mannage of my houfe 
Untill my Lords returne : for mine own part 
I have toward heaven breath'd a fecrct vow. 

To live in prayer and contemplation, 

Oncly attended by Nerrtjfa here, 

Untill her husband and my Lords returne. 

There is a Monaftery two miles off. 

And there wc will abide. I do defirc you 
Not to deny this impofition. 

The which my Love, and fome ncceffiry 
Now layes upon me. 

Loren. Madame, with all my heart, 

I /hall obey you in all faire commands. 

for. M - people do already know my mind. 

And will acknowledge you and ItjficA 
In place of Lord Bafanto and my felfe. 

So fare you well till we /hall meet again. 

Lor. Faire thoughts and happy houresatrend on you. 
Jfffl. I wilh your Ladi/hip all hearts content. 

Bor, I thank you for your wifh,and am well pleafd 
To wifh it back on you : fere ycuwell It flic*. Exeunt. 
Now Balthafer^ as I have ever found thee honeft true. 
So Jet me find thee ftill : take this fame letter, 

And ufe thou all th’endevour of a man* 

In /peed to Mantuafit thou render this 
Into my coufins hand Dofior Belario , 

And look what notes and garments he doth give thee, 
B<ing them I pray thee with imagin’d /peed 
Unto the Trancd to the common Ferry 
W h:ch Ti adcs to Venice ; wafte no tim e in word 
Butg<rt tbe< gone,I (hall be there before thee. 

Baltha. Madam, I go with all convenient fpeed. 

Pen Come on Mm/*,/ have worke in hand 




That 
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^he-ConticaUiiifii^itjfs , w 

That yon yet know not of { wecle fee our husbands j 

Before they think of us? 

That thev (hall think we are accomplimed 
W fethltwelack ; **^* 22 XS> ;.; T . 

Whenwearcbothac^utre^^nS^ ‘ 

He prove the P« lticrf 6 ,l ?^iVh««c etace 

aSSSS# 

Into a mini 1 / ftride.and . , A iy es 

like a fine bragging yon* ’ ? 

s^£S«a"Se 

And thook 

Ibo«r«“S* * *■*•***» r, 

A thouftnd rawtricks of thefe bragging act , 

Which I will praftife. 

Kerrif, Why, (hall we^tutne to men - - 

Ton. He, what a qoeftwn s that ? - 

If thou wert nere a lewd Interpreter * # 

tetcomi»ak^ShS^S 

w u pn I am in my Coach* which ltayes tor us 
At the Parke gate : and therefore-hafte away, 
lot we muft meafurc twentiemBes today. *«*»'• 

guter Clovenc .and lejfif*- - 

be laid upon the Children, there ore pr > agitation of 

was alwayesplaine iwith you, and 
the matter: theterorcbeofg^^hecr^or t 
damn’d, thereis butonehopeunit that can doc yohanyg 
thatis but a kihde of battard hope neither 
lef. And what hope is that, I pray thee ? 

•* ■ 



Clot*' 









■ 
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c„ m . Mary you may pattlvhope. hat yo„t father got yoD 



me a 



n0t /(^c^«°T hat were'a kind c>f baftard hope in dced,fo the finne# 
of my mother Ihould b Y f f a ^Aou 0 a "eXmn’d both by father and 

*> *«° o-m 

feaK $"£2®* hath made 

Chriftian? n, m , t, ~ wc w ere Chriftians enow 

Cloff. j Truly the mor * jj 0 ’ nc by ar ,other:ihis making 

b fcteSmSfc *e price of hogs.ifwegtow all to be pork 
eaters’we^hallnot Ihortly nave a ralhcr on the coales for money, 
CaCCtS> Enter Lorenzo. 

Tetr, Tie tel my husband Unncelet whatyou fayjhere he comes. 
i£ch. I fhall grow jealous ofyoufhortly Launcelettf you thus 

“J 'rlav ycanMd not feare us i— . £a»«./«:a„d late 
outhetcls me flatly there’s no mercy for me in heaven , becanfe 
lamalewttdaughter = and he fayea yon are nogood member of 
thecotnmon-wealtb,for in converting Jcwes to Chriftians, you 

' i,r i»r!» P Tm' f l»fw C er that better to the commwi-wealth than 
you can the getting up of the Negroes belly : the Moore is with 

A ?/w«?°lf^much’that the Moore (hould be more then rea- 
fon « but if (he be lefle then an honeft woman , fee is indeed more 

*** Leren. How every foole can play upon the word * I think the 
btft grace of wit will feortlyturnc into filence , and difcourle 
grow commendable in none onely but Parrats ; go ia firra,bicl 
them prepare for dinner. 

Clo-»n. That is done (ir.they have allftomacks. 

Ltr. Goodly Lord what a wit fhapper are youthen bid them 
prepare dinner. 

Clown. That is done to fir,oneIy cover is the word. 

Ltri m, will you cover than fir ? 

Clown. Not fo fir neither ,1 know my duty. 

G Leren. Yet 



Leren, Yet 
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Loren. Yet more quarrelling with occafion , wilt thon n 
the whole wealth of thy wit in an inftantH pray theeunrW/i 
« plain man in his plain meaning : go to thy fellowes bid 
cover the table/crve in the meat, and we will come in tod£? 

Clown. For the table fir,ic (hall be ferv’d in,for the meafir • 
fliall be cover d,for your commingin to dinner fir , whv let fi‘ 
as humours and conceits fliall go^erne. £^ t *** 

Loren. O deare diferetioo, how his words are fitted 6 m ' 
The fbole hath planted in his memory 
An Armie of good words.and I do know 
A many fooles that Hand in better place, 

Garniflit like him, that for a trickfie word 
Defie the matter : how checr’fl thou Iepcdi 
And now good fweet fay thy opinion. 

How doff thou like the Lord Ba fame's wife ?■ i 

Tf, Paft all exprefling, it is very meet • 

The Lord Bajfanio live an upright life; , , 

For having fuch a blefilng in his Lady, 

H. findes the joyes of heaven here on earth. 

And if on earth he do not meane it. 

In reafon he fliottld never come to heaven, 

W hy,if two gods fhould play f )me heavenly match,. 

And on the wager lay two earthly women, 

And Portia one s there muff be fomething elfe 
Paund with the other, for the poore rude world 
Hath not her fellow. 

Loren. Even fuch a husband i 

Haft thou of me, as flie is for a wife. -i 



/<■#. Nay, but aske my opinion to of that ? 

Loren. I will anone,firft let us go to dinner ? 

Lejfu Nay, let me praife you while I have a ftomack. 

Loren. No,pray thee let it ferve for table talke. 

Then how fo ere thou fpeakft, mong other things, 

Ifhall difgeft it. 

leffi. Welljilefet you forth. Exeunt. 

Enter the Duke .the iMagnifieoes ,i/4nthonio, 

Bajfanio.and Grettano . 

Dufy. W hat, is lAntbonio heere ? 

' Anth, Ready, 



the CMerchant of. Venice. 

Anth. Ready,fo pleafe your Grace. 

Dnke. I am forry for thee, thou art come to anlwef 
A fiony Adverfary,an inhumane wretch, 

Uncapablc of pitty,voyd,and empty 
From any dram of mercy. 

Anth. I have heard 

Your Grace hath tane great paines to qualifie 
His rigorous courfe ; but fince he (lands obdurate. 

And that nolawfullmcanes can carry me 
Out of his envies reach, Ido oppofe 
My patience to his fury, and an arm’d 
To fuffer with a quietneffe of fpirit. 

The very tyranny and rage of his. 

Duke. Go one and call the Jew into the Court. 

Salerio. He is ready at, the dore,he comes my Lord* 
Enter Shylocke. 

Duks • Make roome,and let him ftand before our face 
ShylocHe, the world thinks, and I thinke fo to, 

That thou but lead’ft this fafhion of thy malice. 

To thelaft houreof ad, and then tis thought 
Thouw'lt (hew thy mercy and remorfe more ftrangc, 
Than is thy ftrang e apparant cruelty ; 

And where thou now exads the penalty, 

W hich is a pound of this poore Merchants flefo, 

Thou wilt not onely loofe the forteiture. 

But toucht with humane gentleneflc and love, , 

Forgive a moytie of the principall, 

Glauncing an eye of pitty on his Ioffes, 

That have of late fo hudled on bis backe, 

Enowtopreffe a royail Merchant down ; 

And pluck commiferation of his (fate, 

Frombraffie bofomes,and rough hearts of flint. 

From ftubborne Turkes,afid Tartars never train’d 
To Offices of tender curtefie ; 

We all exped a gent le anfwer Jew. 

lew. I have poffeft your ©race of what I purpofe, 
And by our hdly Sabbaoth have I fworne 
Jc have the due and forfeit of my Bond, 

G a 
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If you deny it, let the danger light 

Vpon your Charter, and your Cities freedotne, 

You’l aske me why I rather chute to have 
A weight of Carrion fldh,then to receive 
Three thoufand Ducats : lie not anlwcr that, 

But fay it is my humour ,is it anfwered ? 

W hat if my houfc be troubled with a Rat, 

And i be p’eafd to give ten thouiand Ducats 
To have it baind ? what, are you anfwcrd yet ? 

Some men there are love not a gaping Pig : 

Some that are mad if they behold a Cat ; 

And others when the Bagpipe lings ich nofe. 

Cannot contain their Vrini for affrftion. 

Matters of paflion fwayes it to the mood 
Of what it likes or loathes,now for your anfvrcr - :*i < :-hX 

As there is no firme reafon to be rend red 
W hy he cannot abide a gaping pig >' 

Why heahaimekflcneceflary Cat : 

W hy h c a wooll en bagpipe but of force , . 

M^ftyeeld to fuch inevitable flume. 

As to offend himfelfe being offended : 

So can i give no reafon, nor I will not. 

More then a lodg’d hate, and a certain loathing 
I bcare Anthenio i that I follow thus 
A loofing futeagainft him : are you anfwered ? 

Bajf. This is no anfwcr thou unfeeling man. 

To excufe the currant of thy cruelty. * 

Jew. I am not bound to pleafe thee with my anfwcrs. 
'Bsjf Do all men kill the things they do not love ? 

Jew. Hates anv man the thing he would not kill? 

Ti.ff Every off nec is not a hate at firft ? 

Jew. W hat would ft thou have a Serpent fling thee twice? 
A»th. I pray you think you queftion with the Iew t 
You may as well go (land upon the Beach, 

And bid the maine flood bate his ufuall height^ 

You may as well ufe queftion with the W oolfe. 

Why he hath made the Ewe bleat for the Lambe : 

You may as well forbid the mountains of Pines 
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•t o wag their high tops.ar d to make no noife, 

W hin they auMretten with the gufts of heaven ; 

You may aswelldoany thing moft hard 
As leeke to foften that then which what s harder s 
Sislcwifh heart? therefore I dobcfeech you 
Make no more t ff rs,ufe no farther meancs. 

But with all briete and plainc convenuncy 
Ler me have judgement, and the Jew his 1 will* 

£«([. For thy three thoufand Ducats here is fix. 
jew- If every Ducat in fix thouiand Ducats 
W ere in fix partsjand every part a Ducar, 

I w* uH not draw them,! would have my Bono. 

DukeWov/ (halt thou hope for mercy rendring none? 
lew.YJ bat judgement lhall I dread doing no wrong ? 
You have among you many a purchaft (lave. 

Which tike t our Affes,and your D« gs and Mules, 

You uf; in abjeft and in flav Ih pa ts, 

Becaufe you bought the m,lhaii 1 lay to you. 

Let them be trec,marry them to your heircs ? 

W hy fweat they under burthens?let their beds 
Be made as loft * s yotirs,and let their pallats 
Be fealon’d with luch viandsryou will anfwer. 

The Haves are ours,fo do Ianlwer you : 

The pound ot flelh which I demaund of him 
Is deerely bought, as mine and I willbave it : 

If you deny mc,fie upon your Law, 

T here is no force in the Deo ees of Venice : 

I Hand for jur gement,anfwer lhall I have it ? 

Dukj Upon my power I may difinifle this Court, 

Unit fle Be Harts a learned Debtor, 

W hom I have lent forYo determine this. 

Come here to day ? 

Sal. My Lord,hcre ft ayes without s. 

Amt flenger with letters from the Do&or, 

New come from Tadtta. 

T)mke. Biing us the Letters. Call the Mefleager. 
Bajf. Good cheere Anthonio : wbat man, courage yet t 
The Jew lhall have myflefb,Diood, bones and all, 
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Ere thou {halt lofe for me one drop of bloud. 

tAnth, lama tainted W eather of the flocke, 

Meeteft for death, the weakcft kinde offruit 
Drops earlieft tothe ground,and fb let me j 
You cannot better be imploy’d, Baffamo, 

T hen to live ftill and write mine Epitaph ? 

inter T^errijfa. 

Duke. Came you from Tadua from Bellario ? 

Her. From both : my L Bellario greets your Grace. 

Baf. Why doftthou whet thy knife fo carneftly ? 

Jew, T o cut the forfeiture from that Bankrout there. 

Grat. Not on thy foule : but on thy loule harlh Jew, 
Thou mak’ft thy knife keene : but no mettle can. 

No, not the hangmans axe bearc halfc the keennefle 
Of thy {harp envie : can no prayers pearce thee ? 

Jew, No, none that thou haft wit enough to make. 

Grat, O be thou damn’d,inexccrable dog, 

And for thy life let juft ice be accufd ; 

Thoualmoft mak’ft me waver in my faith, 

To hold opinion with Pythagoras, 

That foules of Animals infufe themfelves 
Into the trunks of men : Thy currifh fpirit 
Govern’d a W oolfe,whohang’d for humane {laughter 
Even from the gallowes did his fell foule fleet, 

And whileft thou layeft in thy unhallowed damme ; 

Infufd it felfe in thee : for thy defires 

Arc woolvifh,bloudy,ftarv’d,and ravenous. 

lew. Till thou canft raile the fcale from olFmy B> 
Thou but offend ft thy lungs to fpeake fo loud : 

Repaire thy witgood youth, or it will fall 
To cureleffe mine. I fl and for Law. 

Duke. This letter from Bellario doth commend 
A young and learned Dodor to our Court •• 

Where is he? 

Ner, He attendeth here hard by, 

To know your anfWer whether youle admit him. 

‘Duke. With all my heart; fome three or foure ofyou 
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£o give him cur teous condud to this place, 

Meanc time the Court {hall heare ’Bellario' s Letter. 

Your Grace fliall underftand, that at thcreceic ofy< 
am very ficke,but in the inflant that your meflenger ca 
ving vifitation was with me a yong Dodor of Rome, \ . 
Balthafar : I acquainted him with the caufe in conrre- 
tween the lew and Anthonio the Merchant; we turned 
books together,be is furnifhed with my opinion, whic 
with his own learning , tlie greatneffe whereof I cannc . 
commend , comes with him at my importunity , to fill l 
G races requeft in ray ftead. Ibefcechyoulethislackof yea 
no impediment to let him lack a reverend eftimation, for I 
knew fo young a body with fo old a head : I leave him c< 
Gracious acceptance, whofe tryall (hall better publifli hi: 
mendation. 

inter Portia for Balthazar. 

2M*.You heare the learn’d Bellario what he writes. 

And here I take it is the Dodor come. 

Give me your hand,come you from old Bellario ? 

Por. I did my Lord. 

Duke, Y ou are welcome, take your place : 

Are you acquinted with the difference 
That holds this prefent queftion ircthe Court ? 

Por. I am enforraed throughly of the caufe. 

Which is the Merchant here ? and which the lew ? 

Duke. Anthonio find old %/«c&,bqth ftand forth. 

Tor. Is your name Shylocke ? 

lew. Shylocke is my name. 

Per. Of* ftrange nature is the fate you follow. 

Yet in fuch rule,tbat the Venetian Law 
Cannot impugne you as you do proceed. 

You ftand within his danger,do you not ? 

eAnt. I,fohefayes. 

P or. Do you confeflc the Bond ? 

An, I do# 

^■'Then muft the Jew be mercifull. 

what companion muft i >K ll mc t h at ? 

Per, The 
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2 or. The qualitic of mer<ty is not ftraind. 

It droppeth as the gentle raine from heaven 
Upon the place beneath : it is twice blelt. 

It bleffeth him that gives, and him that takes. 

Tis mightieftin themightiefl,it becomes 
The thruned Monarch better then his Crowne. 

His feepter ftie wes the force of temporall power, 

The attribute to awe and majeftie, 

W herein doth fit the dread and-feare of Kings : 

But mercy is above this fceptred 
It is enthroned in the hearts of Kings, 

It ism attribute to God himfelfc; 

And earthly power doth then fliew lskeft gods. 
When mercy feafons juftice : therefore Jew, 
s Though juftice be thy ple4,confider this. 

That in the courfe of juftice none of us 
Should fee falvation : we do pray for mercy. 

And that fame prayer, doth teach us all to render 
The deeds of mercy. I have fpoke thus much 

To mittigate the juftice of thr plea, 

Which if thou foUow,thisftn& Court of Venice ^ 
Muft needs give fentence ’gainft the Merchant there. 
Shy. My deeds upon my head, I crave the Law, 

Baf. Yes, here I tender it for him in the Court, 
Yea, twice the fumrne if that will not fiulice, 

I will be bound to pay it ten times ore 
On forfeit on my hand»,my head, my heart; 

If this will not fu£fice,ic muft appeare 

That malice beares down truth. And I befeecnyou 

Wreft once the Law to your authority, 

To do a great righrdo a little wrong. 

And curbc this cruell Devill of his will. . , 

Por. It muft not be, there is no power in fmn 
Can alter a Decree eft ablifhed : 

’Twillbc recorded for a precedent. 

And many an errour by the fame example 
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the Merchant af Venice. 

Will rufti into the ft ite,it cinnot b e. 

Shy. A ‘Daniel come to judgement : yea a Daniel, 
O wiieyouog Judge,how I do honour thee. 

Por, I pray you let me lookc upon the Bond. 

Shy. Here ’tis moft reverend Do<ffor,here it is. 
Por. Shylocke, there's thrice thy money offer'd thee. 
Shy. An oath, an oath,! have an oath in heaven, 
Shall I lav per jury upon my foule f 
No , not for Venice. 

•Tor, Why this Bond is forfeit. 

And lawfully by this the Jew may daime 
A pound of fieftijtobe by him cut off, 

Neereft the Merchants heart : be merciful!. 

Take thrice thy money,bid me tearc the Bon’d, 

Shy. When it is paid according to the tenure. 

It doth appeare you are a worthy Judge, 

You know the law, your expofipoa 

Hath been moft found : I charge you by the Law, 

Whereof you are a well deferving Pifler, 

Proceed to judgement : by my foule I fweare. 

There is no power in the tongue of man 
Toalter me, I ftay here on my Bond.- 
eAnt. Moft heartily I do befeech the Court 
To give the judgement. 

Por. W hy than thus it is, 

You muft prepare your bofome for his knife. 

Shy. O noble judge, O excellent young man. 

Por. For the intent and purpofc of the Law 
Hath full relation to the penalty, 

W hich here appeareth due upon the Bond, 
lew. Tis very true : © wife and upright judge. 

How much more elder art thou then thy looks ? 

'Por. Therefore lay bare yout bofome. 
lew, I,his breaft, 

Sofayes the Bond,doth it not noble j’udge ? 

Neereft his heart,thofe are the very words. 

Por, Jt is fo,arc there ballance here to weigh the flefh ? 
I have them ready. 
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Por. Have by fomc Surgeon Shilocke on your charge, 

To ftep his wounds, left he doblecd to death, 

Jew. Is it fo nominated in the Bond ? 

Per. It is not fo expreft,but what of that ? 

T were good you do fo much for charity. 
lew. I cannot findc it,tis not in the Bond. 

Per. You Merchant, have youany thing to lay . 

*Ant. But little ; I am arm’d and well prepar d; 

Give me your hand Bafaniofxe you wel , 

Grceve not that I am falue to this for you • 

For herein Fortune (Bowes her felfe more kind 

Then is her cuftome : it is ftiH her uie 

To let the wretched man out- live his wealth. 

To view with hollow eye and wrinkled brow, 

An age of poverty : from which Iingrmg pennance 
Of futh mifery doth fhe cut me oft. 

Commend me to your honourable wife, 

Tell her the procefle of Anthonio s end , 

Say how 1 lov'd you, (peak me fairc m death r 
And when the Tale is told, bid her be judge, 

W hetber Bafatiio had not once a Love . 

Repent but you that you (Ball loofe your friend. 

And he repents not chat he payes your debt : 

For if the lew do cut but deep enough. 

He pay it inflantly with all my heart. 

Baf iAnthonio,l am married to a wife. 

Which is as deere to me as life it Iclfe, 

But life it felfe,my wife, and all the world, 

Are not with me efteem’d above thy life. 

I WO ud lofe all,I,facriflz< them all 

Here to this Devito deliver you.. - 

Por. Your wife would give you little thanks fbi that? 

If IBc were by tobeare y.ou make the offer. 

Gra. J have a wife, who I proteft I love, 

I would fhe were in heaven, fp file could 
Intrcat feme power to change this currlfh Jew. 

Ner. Tis well you offer it behind her back. 

The wifh would roake-clfe an unquiet boafe. ^ 



the Merchant of Venice . 

/w.Thefe be theChriftian husbands.I have a daughter 
Would any of the ftocke of Barr abas ^ 

Had been her husband .rather then a Chnftian. 

We trifle time,I pray thee purfue lentence. . 

Per. A pound of that fame Merchants flefh is thine. 
The Court awards it, and the law doth give it. 

Jew. Moftrightfull Judge. , 

Tor. And you muft cut this flefli from off his breaft, 
The law alowes it, and the Court awards it. 

Jew. Moft learned judge,a fentence , come prepare. 

for/. Tarry a little, there is fome thing elfc. 

This Bond doth give thee here no jot of bloud, 

The words exprefly are a pound of flefh : 

Take then thy Bond, take thou thy pound of flefh. 

But in the cutting it, if thou doeft Hied 
One drop of Chriftian bloud, thy lands and goods 
Are by the Lawcs of Venice confifeate 
Unto the State of Venice. 

Grat. O upright Judge, 

Marke jew.O learned Judge. 

Shy. Is that the Law? 

Per. Thy felfe flialt fee the Adi •• 

For as thou urgeft j’uftice,be affur’d 

Thou (halt have juftice morethen thou defir’ft. ■ 

Grat. O learned judge, marke Jew, a learned judge. 

Jew. I take his offer then, pay the bond thrice, 

And let the Chriftian go. 

Baf. Here is the money. 

Por. Soft, the lew lhall have all j*uftice,fbft no haft, 
He fhal 1 have nothing but the penal ty . 

£ grat. O Iew,an upright Iudge.a learned Iudge. 

Per. Therefore prepare thee to cut off the flefh. 

Shed thou no bIoud,nor cut thou leffe nor more. 

But juft a pound of flefh: if thou tak’ft more. 

Or leffe then a juft pound, be it but fo much 
As makes it light or heavie in the fubftance. 

Or the divifion ofthe twentieth part 
Of one poore feruple,nay if the fcale doturne 
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But in the eftimation of a. hair e. 

Thou dyeft,and all thy goods are confifcate. 

Grat. A fecond Dianiel&DanulJ CW. : 

Now Infidell I have you on the hip. 

Per. Why doth the lew paufe, take thy forfeiture) 

Shy. Give me my principalhand let me go. 

"Baft, I have it ready for thee, here it is. 

Por. He hath refufd it in the open Court, 

He fhall have mecrely j-uftice and his Bond. 

Grat. A'ZX'wV/ftiU lay I,a fecond 'Daniel, 

Ithaukethee lew for teaching me that word. 

Shy. Shall I not have barely my principal! ? 

Por. Thou fhalt have nothing but the forfeiture 
To be fo taken at thy perill lev. 

Shy. Why then the Dev ill give himgocdof it;?' 

He flay no longer question. 

Por. Tarry lew, 

The Law hath yet another hold on you. 

J t is ena&ed in the Lawes of Venice , 

If it be prooved againft an alien, 

T hat by dired,cr indired attempts 
He feek the life of any Citizen, 

The party ’gainft the which he doth contrive. 

Shall feaze on halfe his-goods, the other halfe- 
Comes to the-privie Coffer of the State, 

And the offenders life lies in themercy 
Of the Duke onely , ’gainft all other voyce*^ 

In which predicament I fay thou ftandft.: 

For it appeares by maaifeft proceeding. 

That indire<ffy,anddirc£Hy top, 

1 hou haft contrived againft the very life 
Of the defendant : and thou haft incurt’d 
The danger formerly by me rchearft. 

Downe therefore, and beg mercy of the Duke. 

Gra. Beg that thou maift have leave tp hang thy.felfe. 

And yet thy wealth being forfeit to the State, 

I hou haft not left the value of a cord, 

Therefore thou mtsft be bang’d at iheStatcsrhayge. 

• : : - - T)uke, That 






t he Merchant of Vcnht. 

•Duke. That theu ftalt fee the difference of our fpirife 
I pardon thee thy life before thou ask e it : 

For halfe thy wealth it is oAnf bonus. 

The other halfe comes to the general! State, 

W hich humbleneffc may drive unto a fine. 

Por. I for the State, not; for Antkonio. 

Shy. Nay, take my life andalkpardon not that, 

You take my houfc,when you do take the prop 
That doth fuftaine my houfe : you take my life 
When you do take the meanes whereby X live. 

Per. What mercy can ycu,rendtr himAnthonioT 

Grat. A halter^™/#, nothing elfefoc Gods fake. 

vinth. So pleafe my Lord the Duke,and.all the Court, 

To quit the fine for one halfe of bis goods, 

I am content : fo he will let me have 
The other halfe in ufe,to render it; 

Upon his death unto the Gentleman 
That lately ftole his daughter. 

Two things provided more,tbat for this favour 
He prefently become a Chriftian : 
Theother,thathcdqrecordagift . . 

Here in the Court, of all he dies pcffcffi 
Unto his fonn s LorevKo and his daughter.. 

‘Duke. He fhalldo this, or elfe I.do recant 
The parden that I late pronounced here. < ■ 

Ter. Art thou contented Jew ? what doftthou.fay ? 

Shy. I am content. 

Por. Clarke, draw a deed of gift. 

Shy. I pray you give me leave to go from hence, 

I am not well, fend the decdiafter me, 

^nd I will figne it. 

Duke. Get thee gone,but do it. 

Grat . In chriflning fhalt thou have two Godfathers* 

Had Ibecn judge,thou fhouldfthave hadten more, 

To bring thee to the gallowes.not to the Font. Exit. 

Duke. Sir I intreat you home with me to dinner. 

Por, i humbly do defire your. Graces pardon, 

I muft sway this night toward Padua, 

H 3 And 
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And it is meet I presently let forth. 

Duke, I am forry that your lei fare ferves you not. 
A»tho»io y gracifie this Gentleman; 

For in my mind you arc much bound to him. 

Exit 'Duke and hie traine. 
Ba(f. Mofl: worthy Gentleman,! and my friend 
Hare by your wifedome been this day acquitted 
Of grievovs penal ties, in lie whereof, 

Three thoufatid Ducats due unto the lew. 

We freely cope your courtious paines withall. 

%Ant. And ftand indebted over and above 
In love and fervice to you ever- more. 

For, He is well paid that is well fatisfied, 

And I delivering you, am fatisfied. 

And therein do account my felfe well paid; 

My rninde was never yet more mercinary. 

I pray you know me when we meetagaine, 

I wilh you well, and lo I take ray leave. 

Eajf. Deere lir.offorceTmuft attempt you further, 
Take l’ome remembrance of us as a tribute, 

Not as fee : grant me two things I pray you, 

Not to deny me,and to pardon me. 

Per. You prefle me farre.and therefore I will yeeld; 
Give me your Gloves,Ile weare them for your lake, 

And for your love lie take this Ring from you. 

Do not draw back your hand, lie take no more. 

And you in love lhall not deny me this. 

'Baf. This Ring good fir, alas it is a trifle, 

I will not (harae my felfe to give you this. 

For, I will have nothing elfc but onely this. 

And now me thinkes I have a mind to it. 

"Baf There’s m ore depends on this then on the value; 
The deareft Ring in Venice will I give you, 

And find it ont by proclamation, 

Onely for this 1 pray you pardon me. 

. For. Ilee fir you are liberall in offers. 

You taught me firft to beg, and now me thinks 
You teach me how a begger fhould be anfwered. 
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1 saf Good fir,tbis Ring was given me by my wife. 
And when fhe put it on,fhe made me vow, 

.3 bat I fheuld neither fell,nor give,nor loofe it. 

Per, That feufe ferves many men to fave 
And if your wife be not a mad woman, _ 

And know how well I have deferv’d this Ring, 

She would not hold out enemy for ever. 

For giving it to me : wclbpeace be with you. Exeunt. 

Anth. My L. Eafanioy let him have the Ring, 

Let bisdefervingsand my love withall 
Be valued ’gainft your wives commandement. 

Baf. Go Gratiano, runne and over-take him. 

Give him the Ring, and bring him if thou canft 

Unto ^»^o»iv’jhoufe,away,make haft. Exit Gratiano. 

Come, you and I will thither prefently, 

Andin the morning early will we both 

Flie toward Be l went, come Anthonie. Exeunt . 

Enter N err if a, 

Pw. Enquire the Jewes houfe out, give him this deed^ 
And let him figne k,weeTaway to night, 

And be a day before our husbands home : 

This deed will be well welcome to Lorenz.*. 

Enter gratiano. 

Grat. Faire fir, you arc well ore-tane t 
My Lord Bafanie upon more advice. 

Hath fent you here this Ring, and dothintreat 
Your company at dinner. 

For. That cannot be; 

His Ring I do accept moll thankfully. 

And lo I pray yon tell him ; furthermore, 

I pray you fhew my youth old Shjlocks houfe. 

Grat. I hat will Ido. 

N er. Sir,T would fpeak with you / 

He fee if I can gcr my husbands Ring, 
yvhich I did make him fwcarc to keep for ever. 
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Par .Thou maid I- Warrant, we (hall hive old fwearing 
That they did give the Ringsaw&y Co men ; 

Bjc wee! out-face them.and ont-fweare them to t 
Away,aiakehafte,thou knoweft where I will tarry. 

Ner, Comegood fir, will you (lie wine to this honle. 

Enter Lorenzo and lefficd . ( Exeunt. 

ier.TheMoone (hines bright. In filch a night as this, 

W hen the fweet wind did gently kiffe the trees, 

And they did make no noyle,in inch a night 
Troyhu me thinks mounted the Trojan walls, 

Ana figh’d his foule toward the Grecian tents , 

Where Crejfedhy that night. 
left. Tn fuch a night 

Did Thisbie fearefully ore-trip the dew, 

And faw the Lyons /hadowere himfelfe. 

And ranne diftnayed away. 

Loren. In inch a night 
Stood Dido with a Willow in her hand 
Upon the wilde fea bankes,and Waft her Love 
To comeagaine to Carthage, 
left, Ift fuch a night 
Medea gathered the inchantedhearbs 
That did renew old Sfon. 

Loren. In fitch a night 
Did Iejjlca fteale from the wealthy lew, , 

And with an uathrife Love did runne from Venice t 
As farre as 'Belmont, 
left. In fuch a night 

Did young Lorenzo fWeare he lov’d her well. 

Stealing her foule with many vowes of faith, 
Andnercatrueone. 

Loren. In fuch a night 
Did pretty lejftca ( like a little fhrow )- 
Slander her Love, and he forgaV'eit het; 

left. 1 would out-night you did no body come : 

Butharke,I heare the footing of a man. 

Enter a Afeffenger. 

Loren. Who comes fb f aft in fifente of the nigh t ? 

■ Mejfen.S 
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Lmh frknd, whit friend, your rums t pray you friend ? 
Stephana is my na«e,irtd I bring word 
Mv Miftrefia will before the breakc of day 
Be here at Belmont^ he doth ftray about 
By holy crofTes.where (he kneels and prayes 
For happy wedlock houres. 

Loren. Who comes with her? 

Me If None but a holy Hermit and her maid : 

I nrav you is my Matter yet returnd ? 

v L 0 ren. He is not, nor we have not heard from himj 
But go we in I pray thee IeJfica> 

SmTIlSS for the SrEfthe houfc. E»» Clown,, 

flown. Sola, fola, wo ha,ho fo!a,fola. 

Loren • Who calls ? . . , 

Clown. Sola, did you fee yi. Lorenzo M. Lorenzo fol3 t ioh. 

Zorew.Leavc hollowing man,hcere. 

C7<w».Sola,where, where ? 

Clown. Tell him there’s a Poft come from my Matter, with his 
home full of good newes, my Matter will be here ere morning 

fweet foule. , . 

Loren. Let’s in,and there expert their commmg, 

And yet no matter : why fhould we go in? 

My friend Stephen fignific I pray you 
Within the houfc,your Miftres is at hand. 

And bring your mufique foorch into the ay re. 

How fweet the moon-light fleeps upon this banke. 

Here will we fir, and let the founds of raufique 
Creepe in our cares fo ft ftilneffe,and the night 
Become the tutches of fweet harmony : 

Sit l eftca f lookc how the floore of heaven 
Is thick inlayed with pattens of bright gold, 

There’s not the fhaalleft orbe which thou behold*. 

But in his motion like an Angel fings. 

Still quiring to the young-eyed Cherubins f 
Such harmony is in immortal! foules. 
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Bat whilft this rffuddy vefture of decay 
Doth grofly clofe it in, we cannot heare it : 

Come hoe, -and wake 'Diana with a himne. 

With fvvccteft tutches pearce yenr Miftrcs eare, 

And draw her home with Mufique. Play AfttfiejMe. 
7 (ffu I am never merry when I heare fweet Muiiquc. 
Loren. The rcafon is, your fpirits are attentive : 

For do but note a wilde and wanton heard. 

Or race of youthful! and unhandlcd Colts, 

Fetching mad bounds, bellowing and neighing lend, 

W hich is the hote condition of their bloud, 

1 f they but heare perchance a tt ampet found, 

Or any ayre of mufique touch their earcs, 

You {hall pcrceave them make a mutuall Hand, 

Their favage eyes turn’d to a modeft gaze, 

By the {weet power of Mufique : therefore the Poet 
Didfaine that Orpheus drew trees,ftones,snd floods; 
Since naught fo ftockifh hard and full of rage, _ 

But mufique for the time doth change his nature. 

The man that hath no mufique in hunfelfe, 

Nor is not mov’d with concord of fweet founds, 

Is fit for treafons,ftratagems } andfpoilcs. 

The motions of his fpirit are doll as night. 

And his affedions darke as Tenebris : 

Let no fuch man be trufted : marke the mufique. 

Enter Portia and Nerrijfa. 

Dor. That light we fee is burning in my hall : 

How farre that little candle throwes his beames: 

So fhincs a good deed in a naughty world. 

Ner. When the Moon fhone wc did not fee the candle, 
Por. So doth the greater glory dimmetheleff«i 
A fiibftitutelhines brightly as a King, 

Untill a king be by,and then his fiate 
Empties it felfe,as doth, an inland brooke 
into the maineof waters : rnuficke harke. 

Tier. It is.your rnuficke Madame ofthe heufe, 

Por. Nothing is good I fee without lefped, 

Me thinks it founds much fweeter then by day. 
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Ner. Silence bcflowes that vertue on it Madam. 

Por. The Crow doth fing as fweetly as the Larke, 
When ncither is attended : and I thinks 
The Nightingale if (lie fhould fing by day , 

When every Goofe is cackling, would be thought 

No better a Mufician then the Renne. 

How many things by feafon.fcafon d are 
To the right praile,and true perfection : 

Peace, how the Moonc fleeps with Endtmun, 

And would not be awak’d. 

Loren. That is the voyce, 

Or I am much deceiv’d,of Portia. 

Por. Vie knows me as the blind man knows the cuckoe, 

By the bad voyce. 

Loren. Deere Lady welcome home. 

Por. We have been praying for our husbands welfare, 
Which fpeed we hope the better for our words : 

Are they return’d? / 

Loren. Madam, they are not yet : 

But there is come a MefTenger before, 

Tofignifie their comming. 

Por. Go in Nerrijfa, 

Give order to my fervants,that they take 
No note at all of our being abfent hence. 

Nor you Lorenzoylejpca nor you. 

Loren. Your husband is at hand, I heare his trumpet, 
Wc are no tell-tales Madam, feare you not. 

Por. This night me thinks is but the day light licke. 

It lookes a little paler, tis a day, 

Such as the day is when the Sunne is hid. 

Enter TSaffanioyiyinthonttyGratiano. and thetr 

followers. 

Bajf. We fhould hold day with the Antipodes, 

Ifyou would walkein abfcnce of the Sunne. ^ 

Por . Let me give light,but lee me not be light. 

For a light wife doth make a heavie husband. 

And never be Baffanie fo for me. 

But God fort all ; you are welcome home my lord. 

la 
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Baf.l thank you Madam, give welcome to my friend. 
This is the man } this is s Anthonio, 

To whom I am fo infinitely bound. 

Per. You fiiould in allfenfc be much hound to him, 
For as I heare he was much bound for you. 

Anti. ?. No more then I am well acquitted of. 

Por. Sir, you arc very welcome to our boule ; 

It mud appearc in other wayes then words, 

Therefore I fcant this brcachingcourtefie. 

Grat. By yonder mconc I fweare you do me wrong, 
Infaith I gave it to the Judges Clarke, 

Would he were gelt that had it for my part, 

Since you do take it Love fo much at heart. 

Tor. A quarrcll hoe already, what’s the matter ? 

grat. About a hoope of gold, a paltry Ring 
That (lie did give me,whofe p jfie was, 

For all the world like Cutlers Poetry 
Upon a knife, Love me, and leave me not. 

Ner. What talke you of the pofie or the value •• 

You fwore to me when I did give it you, 

That you would weare it till your houre of death. 

And that it fhould lie with you in your grave. 

Though not for me, yet for your vehement oithes. 

You fiiould have been rcfpedive,and have kept it, 

Gave it a Judges Clarke : no god’s my judge. 

The Clarke will nere weare haireon’s face that had it. 

Grat. He will, and if he live to be a man. 

Nerrifa. f ,if a woman live to be a man. 

Gr<«. Now by this hand I gave it to a youth, 

A kind of boy, a little (crabbed boy, 

No higher then thy felfe, the Judges Clarke, 

A prating boy that begg’d it as a fee, 

I could not for my heart deny it him. 

Por. Y ou were to blame,I mutt be plain with you. 

To part fo flighcly with your wives firft gift, 

A thing ftuck on with oathes upon your finger. 

And fo riveted with faith uato your flefli. 

J gave my Love a R ing,and made him fweare 
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Never to part with itjand here he fiands, 

T dare befworne for himhe would not leave «, 
Norpluck it from his finger, for the wealth 
That the world Matters. Nqwin faith Grauano, 
You give your wife too unkind a caufe of gnefe, 
And ’twerc to me J fhould be mad at it. 

Baft. W hy 1 were beft to cut my han ^ 

And lwearc 1 loft the Ring defending it. 

Grat Ms Lord Bajfanio gave his Ring away 
Unto the judge that begg’d Mud indeed 
Deferv’d it to : and then the boy his Clarke < 
That tookc fome pains in writing, he begg d mine, 
And neither man nor mafter would take ought 
But the t w o Rings. 

Por. What Ring gave you my Lord ? 

Not that J hope which you receiv’d of me. 

rBajf. If I could adde a lie unto a fault, 

I would deny it : but youfeemy finger 
Hath not the Ring upon it, it is gone. 

Por.. Even fo voyd isyour falfe heart of truth. 

By heaven I will nere come in your bed 
Untilllfeethe Ring? 

Ner. Nor I in yours 
Till I againe fee mine. 

Bajf. Sweet Portia, 

If you did know to whom I gave the Ring, 

If you did know for whom I gave the Ring, 

And would conceive for what 1 gave the Ring, 
And how unwillingly I left the Ring,' 

W hen naught would be accepted but the Ring, 
You would abate the ftrength of your difpkafure. 

Tor. If you had knowne the vertue of the Ring, 
Or halfe her worthineffe that gave the Ring, 

Or your own honour to containe the Ring, 

You would not then have parted with the Raig i 
What man is there fo much unreafonable, 

If you had pleafd to have defended it 
W ith any termes of zeale , wanted the modefty 
Never K • 1 3 
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To urge the thing held as a ceremony : 

2(srrif* teaches me what to beleeve, 
lie die for’c.but fome woman had the Ring. 

Taj]. No by my honour Madam, by my ionic 
No woman had it.but a Civill Dodor, 

Which did refufi: three thoufand Ducats of me, 

And begg’d the Ring, the which I did dcnic him. 

And fuffered him to go difpleafd away, 

Even he that had held up the very life 

Of my deere friend. What fliould I fay fweet Lady, 

I was inforc’d to fend it after him, 

I was befet with fhame and courtefie. 

My honour would not let ingratitude 
So much befmere it : pardon me good Lady, 

For by thefe blefled candles of the night. 

Had you been there, I thinke you would have begg'd 
The Ring of me to give the worthy Dodor. 

P or. Let not that Dodor ere come nerc my houfe 
Since he hath got the Jewell that I loved, 

And that which you did fweare to keepc for me, 

I will become as liberall as you, 
lie not deny him any thing I have, 

No, not my body, nor my husbands bed : 

Know him I (hall,l am well fare of it. 

Lie not a night from home. Watch me like Argm, 

If you do not, if I be left alone. 

Now by mine honour. Which isyetminfrowne. 

He have that Dodor for my bedfellow. 

A ter. And I his Clarke : therefore be well advifd. 

How you do leave me to tnineowne protedion. 

Gra. W cIl,do you fo : let not me take him then, 

For if I do,Ue marre the young Clarks Pen. 

cArnh. I am the unhappy fnb/ed of thefe quarrels. 

Por. Sir,grive not you, you are welcome notwithftanding. 

Saf. Portia , forgive me this enforced wrong, 

And in the heating of thefe many friends 
I fweare to thee, even by thine own fairc eyes, 

W herein I fee my felfc. 

Marke 



the Merchant of Venice* 

For. Marke you but that ; 

In both mine eyes he doubly fees himfelfe : 

In each eye one, fweare by ycur double feife. 

And there’s an oath oferedir. 

Saf, Nay, but heare me : 
pardon this fault, and by my foul* I fweare 
1 never more will brieke an oath with thee. 

tsSntb.l once did lend my body for his wealth, 

W hichbut for him that had your husbands Ring, 

Had quite tnifeartied. I dare be bound againe. 

My foule upon the forfeit, that your Lord 
W ill never more breakc faith advifedly. 

Por. Then you fhall be his furety : give him this, 
And bid him keep it better then the other. 

Anth. Here Lord Tafamo, fweare to keepthis Ring. 

Baf. By heaven it is the feme I gave the Dodor. 

For. I had it of him : pardon me Baffamo , 

For by this Ring the Dodor lay with me. 

Ner. And pardon me ray gentle Gratiauo, 

For that fame ferubbed boy the Dodors Clarke, , 

In litu of thisjlaft night did lie with me. 

Cjrat. W hy,this is like the mending of highwayes 
In Sommer, where the wayes are faire enough. 

W har,arc we Cuckolds ere wc have deferv’d it? 

Por. Speakenot fo grcfly,you are all amaz’d j 
Here is a Letter, readc it at your leafure, 

It comes from Padua from ’BeUario , 

There you fhall find that Portia was the Dodor, 

N trr if i » there hi r Clarke. Lorenzo here 
Shall witnefle I fetfortb as focne as you. 

And even butnow retumd : I havenot yet 
Entred ray heufe. Anthonio you are welcome. 

And J have better newes in ftore foryou. 

Then y cu exped : unfcalc this letter foone. 

There you {hall find three of your Ajgofies, 

Are richly come to barbenr ibdainly. 

You /ball not know by what ftrange accident 
I thafleed on this Letter. 
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oAnth. I am dumb. 

Buff, Were you the Dodtor.and I knew you not ? 
Qra.W ere you the Clark that is to make me cuckold? 
Ner. I but the Clarks th it never meaaes to do it, 
UnlefTe he live untill he be a man, 

Bajf, ( Sweet Dofkor ) you (hall be my bedfello w, 
When I am abfenr,then lie with my wife. 

iAn , ('Sweet Lady)you have given me life and living j 
For here I rcade for certaine that my (hips 
Are fafely come.to Rode. 

Tor. How now Lorenzo ? 

My Clarke hath feme good comforts to for you. 

Ner . T,and lie give them him without a fee. 

There do I give to you and lejjica. 

From the rich Jew, a fpeciall deed of gife 
After his death, of all he dies poffeft of. 

Loren. Faire Ladies, you drop Manna in the way 
Of ftarved people. 

Por. It is almoft morning, 

And yeti am fure you arc not fatisfied 
Of thefc events at full. Let us go in, 

And charge us there upon intergatorics, 

And we will anfwer all things faithfully* 

Grat. Let it befo,the firft intergatory 
That my Nerrtjf* fhall be fworne on, is. 

Whether till the next night (he had rather Ray, 

©r go to bed now, being two houres to day : 

But were the day come,I fhould wifhit darke 
Till I were couching with the Doftors Clarke. 

W ell, while I live, lie feare no other thing 
So fore, as keeping fafe NerriffWs Ring. 

Exeunt. 



FINIS. 

t * . 
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